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B 
The Preacher ſheweth that all human Courſes are 


vain: Becauſe the Creatures are reſileſs in their 


Courſes, they bring forth notbing new, and all old 
Things are forgotten, and becauſe be bath found it. 
fo in the Studies of Wiſdom. 
A HUS ſayes the beſt of Preachers and of Kings, 


Thus Solomon the Son of David ſings. 
The greateſt Happineſs that Earth = Prize 
Ils all moſt. vain, and vaineſt Vanities. 
What Profit can accrue to Man? what Gains 
Can crown his Actions, or reward his Pains ? 
Beneath the Orb of Heavens ſurrounding Sun, 
What worth his Labour hath his Labour done? 
One Generation gives another Way, 
But Earth abides in one perpetual Stay: | 
= The Prince of Light puts on his Morning Crown, 
And in the Evening lays his Glory down: 
Where leaving Earth to take a ſhort Repoſe, 
He ſoon returns, and riſes where he role : | 
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The troubled Air provokes the Southern States, 
And then it bluſters at the Borean Gates; 
Ir whirles about in his uncertain Sphere, 
And rides his unknown Circuit ev'ry where; 
All Rivers to the Seas their Tribute yield, 
And yet th* hydropick Seas are never filPd, 
Their ſliding Streams purſue their Paſſage home, 
And drive their haſty Tides from whence they come, 
The World is all compos'd of Change; nor can 
Her Vanity be character'd by Man: 
The Eye's not ſatisfy'd; and what we hear, 
Fills not the Concave of th' inſatiate Ear: 
The Thing that heretofore hath been, we ſee 
Is but the ſame that is, and is to be: 
And what is done, is what is to be done; 
There's nothing that is new beneath the Sun. 
What Novelty can Earth proclaim, and ſay, 
It had no Precedent before this Day ? 
No, no, there's nothing modern Times can own, 
The which precedent Ages have not known : 
The Deeds of former Days expire their Date 
In our collapſed Memories, and what 
Times early Sun-ſhine hath not ripened yet, 
Succeeding Generations ſhall forget. 

Solomon, whoſe choice Afﬀections own 
The Churches Service dearer than my Throne, 
Was choſen and anointed King, and now 
Wear Iſrael's Crown upon my ſtudious Brow : 
I bent my Heart, by Wiſdom, to deſcry 
What e' re ſubſiſts beneath the ſpangled Skye; 
With ſuch hard Travel hath our God thought good 
To exerciſe the Souls of Fleſh and Blood. 
My Thoughts have ponder'd all that hath been done 
Betwixt the ſolid Centre and the Sun, ä 
And lo! the Object of my Contemplation 
Is but meer Vanity, and Souls Vexation. 
Not all this Knowledge can reduce the State 
Of crooked Nature to a perfect Strait; 


Nor 
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Nor ſum our Ignorances, which ſurmount 

The Language of Arithmaticks Account. | 

I view'd my Heart, and there found greater Store 
Of Wiſdom, than all thoſe that liv*d before: 

No Knowledge could remain, no Wiſdom lie 
Cloſe from mine Ear, nor clouded from mine Eye. 
I gave my all-enquiring Heart to know 

Not Wi/dom only, but een Folly too: 

And I perceiv'd that all this Contemplation 

Was vain, and nothing but the SouPs Vexation: 
For he that labours for much Wiſdom, gains 
Grief in th* Enjoy ment; in purſuit but Pains: 
And who improves his Knowledge, ſtrives to borrow 
A fair Advantage to increaſe his Sorrow. 


— 
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H are the vain Deſires of Fleſh and Blood 
Befoold in that miſtaken thing called good 
How Travel ſeeks it] how unwearied Hearts 
Make it the Object both of Arms and Arts 
How many certain obvious Ills attend 
The Way to this uncertain Journeys End ! 
We tire the Night in Thought, the Day in Toyl, 
> gOpare neither Sweat nor lucubrated Oil, 
To ſeek the thing we cannot find; or found, 
WM cannot hold; or held, we cannot ground 
So firm, as to reſiſt the various Swings 
Of fickle Fortune, or the Frowns of Kings. 
Poor fruitleſs Labours of deluded Man ! 
How vainly are ye ſpent ? How ſhort a Span 
Of ſeeming Pleaſure ſerves ye to requite 
Long Leagues of Travel? For one Drop*s Delight 
Of airy Froth, how are ye forc*d to borrow 
Strong Gales of Hope, to ſail through Seas of Sorrow ? 


Why 


(6) 


Why do we thus affli? our lab*ring Souls 
With Dregs of Wormwood, and -carou _ Bowls 
Of boyling Anguiſh ? To what hopeful End 
Droyl we our crazy Bodies, and expend. 
Our krrewnenfted Spirits, to acquire 
| A Good, not worth à Breath of our Deſire ? 
A Good, whoſe fulſome Sweetneſs clogs and cloys 
The Soul, but neither laſts nor ſatisfies: 
How poor an Obje#t pleaſes! And bo ſoon ) 
That Pleaſure finds an End ! How quickly Noon 
How quickly Night! And what to day we prize 
Above our Souls, to-morrow we deſpiſe 
Beneath a Trifle : What in former Times 
We own*d as Virtue, - now we tax as Crimes. 
What is this World, but een a great Exchange 
Of dear bought Penn*worths, all compos*d of Change ? 
Where frothy Honour may be bought and ſold 
With Heart-«corrupting, Eye-beguiling Gold: 
Where ſullen. Wealth, and Friend-bttraying Treaſure 
May paſs in Barter for repented Pleaſure : 
Where painted Sweetneſs (though a Grain too light) * * 
Shall buy a Lord's Eſtate for one poor Night : + N 
Where unjtain*d Beauties Youth ſhall buy an old 
Breath- tainted Churl, diſeas*d with Gout and Gold : 
Where Rirth-rights, Bleſſings, nay and Souls to boot 
(And yet not deemed a Penn worth under foot) 1 
Shall paſs for fond Delights: Where very Names * 
Without an Alias, (to lay after- Claims | 
Toa poor Lordſhip) ſhall be ſtept away 
For Clods of Earth, and thoſe for one Nights Play. 
Tell me, my puzled Soul, what wouldſt thou buy? 
Co in and cheapen : Let thy curious Eye | 
Make her own Choice: They will preſent thy View 
With numerous Joys: Buy ſomething that is new: 
Alas | there's nothing new beneath the Skie. 
Look further; further yet: Go pleaſe thine Eye, 
Search, till the Object and thine Eye agrees: 
Thine Eye's not ſatisfy'd with what it ſees, Y 1 
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Buy ſomething that will laſt; that will remain 
To After- days: All's momentary, alPs vain,” - 
Ay, but my Soul, here*s fairer Merchandiſe, 


4 Wiſdom and Knowledge: That, to mate thee wiſe ;, 


This, to inſtruct thee : Come, thou needſt not fear 
Too hard a Bargain: Co, and purchaſe there: ._ 


Jas! much Wiſdom makes thy Grief but double 
Increaſe of Knowledge brings Increaſe of Trouble. 


Ay, but my Soul, the gracious Eye of Heaven 
Hath ſmil*d upon vhee, His full Land bath given 


A large Addition to thy thriven Eſtate ; | 

2 Thy Barns and Bags are filled; thy Servants wait 

* Upon thy Buſineſs, and their Shoulders bear 

* Thy fruitful Burdens; who, like Pilots, ſteer 

3 Thy reeling Veſſel: Thou art rich endow*d 

= With Knowledge, Wiſdom, Judgment, and alloued 


Some Grains to make thee Weight : Methinks thy Heart, 
So arm*d with ſtrong Reſolves, ſhould never ftart 
At threatning Ils: Methinks thy daring Eye, 


fall the cryſtal Raflers of the Sie 
Should make one Ruin, and that Ruin fall 


About thine Ears) ſhould be unmov'd at all. 
No, no, my Soul, *tis neither Barn nor Purſe 


Cramed up with Coin or Corn, can baulk the Curſe 
Entailed upon thy Sin: Nor Height of Blood, 
Mor all that this miſtaken Earth calls good: 

* Not very Knowledge, no nor Wiſdom can 

* Exempt thee from the common Lot of Man. 

3 The wiſeſt Prince that ever bleſt a Nation, 

4 Found all things vain, and when enjoy'd, Vexation. 


CHAP. 


(3) 


* The Vanity of human Courſes in the Works of Plea- © 
ſure. Though the Wiſe be better than the Fool, yet 
both bave but one Event. The Vanity of buman 
Labour, in leaving it they know not to whom. No- 
thing better than Joy in our Labour, but that ts 
God's Gt. 
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Qty. Knowledge then affords my Soul no Reſt, 

My roving Thoughts try'd Mirth, and were poſſeſt 

Ot all the Pleaſures Earth could lend; yet I 

Found Mirth and Pleaſure all but Vanity : 

I laugh'd at Laughter as a toyiſh Antick ; 

And counted all my Mirth no leſs than frantick : 

My Heart (but wiſely fooliſh) did incline 

To coſtly Fare, and frolick Cups of Wine, 

That in theſe Pleaſures I might find ſome Good, 

To crown the ſhort liffd Days of Fleſh and Blood: 

I built magnifick Palaces, did frame 

Great Buildings to the Glory of my Name: 

I planted Vineyards, whoſe plump Cluſters might 

' Rejoice my Heart, and lend my Soul Delight: 

I made me fruitful Orchards for my Pleaſure, 

And curious Gardens to retreſh my Leiſure ; 4 
I ſtored them with Trees, and theſe with Bowers, 4 
And made a Paradiſe of Fruits and Flowers: | 

| I made me ſtanding Pools, to entertain 

1 My breathleſs Gueſts and all their num'rous Train: 

=. T cut me Aquiducts, whoſe Current flees 4 

1 And waters all my Wilderneſs of Trees: $ 

| Armies of Servants do attend my State, f 

Both Foreigners, and born within my Gate: FR $ 
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Herds I poſſeſt, and Flocks aboveall them 


That reign'd before me in Feruſalem : 

1 Abundant Silver, Gold, and precious Stones 
By Kings preſented, my Exchequer owns : 
All Sorcs of Muſick (Earth's Delight) had I 

= To feed mine Ear, Beauties to pleaſe mine Eye: 
Such State, Magnificence, and Princely Store, 
Wondring Jerus' lem never ſaw before: 

In all this Pomp, my Heart had not forgot 
The lawful Uſe; my Wiſdom fail'd me not: 

I gave mine Eyes what e're mine Eyes requir'd, 
Deny d my Heart no Mirth my Heart deſir'd: 
For my poor Heart's Delight was all my Gains, 
My Pleaſure was the Portion of my Pains. 
Alt length I caſt my ſerious Eye upon 

My painful Works, and what my Hands had done: - 


But lo, beneath*the Sun no Contentation, 
All, all was Vanity, and Souls Vexation. 
With that I turn'd my weary Thoughts again 


b On Wiſdom, and the Fooliſhneſs of Men; 
( Search they that pleaſe to ſearch, alas! there's none 
Can ſearch the Truth more ſtrict than Solomon) 


When my impartial Judgment did compare 


Folly with Wiſdom, this doth c'en as far 
Excel the other, as meridian Light 

Excels the Shadows of the darkeſt Night: 
The wiſe Man's Eyes are in his Head; they ſtand 
Like Watchmen in the Tower, to guard the Land: 
But Fooh haunt Darkueſs ; yet my ſelf perceive 
The ſolf. ſame Lot both Fools and wiſe Men have. 
Ah! then (ſaid I) if equal Fortune lies 

For Fools and me, what Vantage to be wile ? 
What Profit hach my Wiſdom ! > Then thought b 
The height of Wiſdom hath her Vanity. 

The fooliſh Bauble, and the learned Bays, 

Are both forgotten i in ſucceeding Days : 

Z Impartial Death ſhall cloſe the dying Eyes 

g Both of the Fool, and alſo of the Wiſe: 


B Therefore 


( 10 ) 
ThercforeT hated Life, for from th' Event; 
Of human Actions flow my Diſcontents : 
Life ſpent in Action, or in Contemplation, 
Is all but Vanity, and Souls Vexation. 
I hated all that &er my Hands had done 4 
In ſeeking Happineſs beneath the Sun ; A 
For what I did I cannot call mine own, 
Anothers hand muſt reap what mine hath ſown. 
Who knows if my Succeſſor is to be 
* A wiſe Man ora Fool ? how: *er *ris he 
Muſt ſpend with Eafe what I have earn d with Pain 
And Souls Vexation ; this is alſo vain : | 
For which, my Soul (thus fool'd with vain Purſuit 
Of bloſſom 'd Happineſs that bears no Fruit) 
js Whiſper'd Deſpair of all that T had done 
Fl To purchaſe perfect Good beneath the Sun. 
Some Men there be whoſe more elaborate Gains 
(The Fruits of lawful Cares, and prudent Pains) 
14 Deſcend to thoſe that knew not Pains nor Art; 
I This is a Vanity and afflicts the Heart. 
| For what Reward hath Man of alt his Droyl, 
f His Ev'ning Trouble, and his Morning Toy}, 
Ii His Hearts Vexation, and his Griefs that run 
Through all his Labours underneath the Sun? 
His Days are Sorrows ; tedious Griets attend 
His Travel, hopeleſs of a Journies End; 
His reſtleſs Nights afford his cloſed Eye 
No Slumbers : This is allo Vanity. 
There's nothing ſweeter than to take Repaſt 3 
Of Meats and Drinks, and now and then to caſt 4 
Griefs Burthen off, and gently looſe the Reins 4 
By intermingling Pleaſures with our Pains : 
Bur this, I know, lies not in our Command, 
Ic is a Bleſſing from th? Almighty's Hand: 
For who can eat? what Mortal can apply 7 
His Heart to force a Pleaſure more than I? 1 
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Hcav'n gives the juſt Man Wiſdom, Knowledge, Mirth ; | 
10 Sinners, Travel; to heap Earth to Earth; Qt 
W herewith 


i 
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Wherewith t enrich the righteous Generation; 
This is his Vanity, and Souls Vexation. 


* 


SOLILOQUY II. 


UT ftay my Soul ! Art thou reſolved then 

T' abjure Delight, and turn Capucian ? 
Becauſe thy Earth hath thus eclips*d the Light 
Of thy Contentment, wilt thcu make it Night ? 
Wert thou condemn*d to Sorrows ? wert thou born 
To live in Languiſhment, and die forlorn? 
Abuſe not thy Creation: Thou wert made 
Not thus to: ſtarve thy Bloſſoms in the Shade 


Of barren Melancholy; or to waſte 


Thy pen/ive Hours in the boyſterous Blaſt 
Of Rlormy. Diſcontent: Come, come, my Soul, 
Hoiſt up thy Sails to Mirth : Let others howle 
And whine : Let ſuch as always are at wars 
With their own Fortunes, curſe their ill-fac'd Stars: 
Paſs thou thy frolick Youth in Revels, Sports, 
And freſh Delights : Frequent the purple Courts 
Of proſperous Princes : Stew thy Heart in Mirth, 
And cruſh the Child of Sorrow in her Birth : 
O but, my Soul, what Profit can accrew 

From laviſh Mirth ? what Pleaſure is to ſcrew 
An antick Face and grim © or to enforce 
An empty Langhter in a vain Diſcourſe * . 

Why then, my Soul, Go wind the Plummets up 
Of thy down Spirits with a chirping Cup : | 
Redeem thee from the Gripes of Care, and Rapes 


1 Of Grief, and drench them in the Blood of Grapes. 


Ay, but perchance in that ſad Heart of thine 
There is a Wound, craves rather Oil than Wine. 
1f then thy Cure prove worſe than thy Diſeaſe, 
That Grief thou dar*ſt not cure, gitemp! to eaſe : 
2 Forget 


'V 


And like a pain-afſlifted Stripling, play 
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(2) 
Forget thy Sorrows ;, or if rugged Senſe 
Will not be woc d by Language to diſpenſe 


With her provoking Foe, adviſe with Art : 
Thoſe ſtubborn Streams thou canſt not ſtop, divert: 


With ſome new Toy, to while thy Grief away. 
Go, raiſe great Works, whoſe Structure may impart 


- The Maſter*s Wiſdom, and the Builders Ari: 


Build Houſes, whoſe Magnificence may proclaim 
Thy Worth, as laſting Monuments of thy Name. 
Plant Orchards for thy Pleaſure : Deck thy Bower 


- With dainty Fruits, and delectable Flowers: 


Cut Waterworks : Inſtruct the ſilver Tide 

To wanton up and down : Teach her to ſlide 

In ſoſt Meanders. through the fluid Veins 
Of thy green-breaſted Stream-embroidered Plains; 
Raviſh thy Soul with Muſick, and refreſh 

The waſted Spirits of thy unweildy Fleſh 
With high-bred Raptures : Let harmonious Airs 
Compoſe the Diſcords of thy droiling Cares: 

Take pleaſure in thy pale-encloſed 6 rounds, 

Aud let the Rhet*rick of thy deep-mouth*d Hounds 
Perfwade thy head-firong Sorrows ſo to fly 
Before thy Herd, as they before the Cry : 

Alas, alas, my poor deluded Soul, 

Think*jt thou to quench thy Fire with Oil, or for to cool 
Thy Flame with Cordials ? Can thy born Diſeaſe 
Expect a Cure from ſuch Receipts as theſe * 

No, no, theſe Bellows mount the Blaze the higher, 
Thou leapt but from the Pan into the Fire. 

Ay, but my Soul, methinks a wiſe Forecaſt 
(Though not redreſs the Miſchiefs that are paſt ) 
May claim ſome kind of Priv'ledge lo prevent 
The Ills that future Changes may preſent; 

If wot, what Harm, what Diſconvenience lies 
In being foo! ? What Vantage to be wiſe ? 


Both fool and wife muſt pay an equal Shot 


At Nature's Table; bave the ſelfrſame Lot. 
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Why then, my Soul, fince Sorrow needs muſt haunt 
Thy Life, condemn d to Labour, ceaſe to daunt 
Thy bold Endeavours with the ſenſe of Care, 


0 Chear up thy uhining Heart, and take thy Share 
Of all thy Labours, eat, and drink; and let 
Tyy Senſe enjoy the Wages of thy Sweat : 


*Tis all thy Portion : Take what may be had ; 
Pad is the beſt, then make the beſt of bad: 


4 Sweeten thy Pains ; mix Pleaſure with thy Sorrow ; 
M bo knows to day what ſhall betide to morrow * 


"2 
Jaw 2 On” 7 1 
433 
1 P 
A * © * 
5 


CHAP. III. 


1 By the neceſſary Change of Times, V. anity is added to 


buman Travel ; there is an Excellency in God's 
Works But as for Man, God ſha'l judge bis Works 
there, and here he ſhall be like a Beaſt. 


IHE great Creator in his wiſe Decree . 
Hath pitcht a Time when every Change ſhall be, 


And through his watchful Providence hath given 
A Seaſonto each Purpoſe under Heaven; 
There is a Time appointed for our Birth, 
And there's a Time for Earth to turn to Earth: 
There is a Time to plant, a Time wherein 

= To pluck thoſe Plants, thus planted, up again: 4. 
There is a Seaſon when to build, ev'n ſo, 

> There is a Seaſon to demoliſh too: 

= There is a Seaſon to inflict a Wound, 

And there's another Seaſon to makeſound : 

= Theres a Time for Tears to drown thine Eye; 
A Time to laugh and lay thy Sorrows by: 

TL here is a Time to mourn; a Time to meet 


The ſprightly Muſick with thy num'rous Feet: 
There 
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There isa due appointed Seaſon, either 

To ſcatter Stones, or gather Stones together : 
There is a Time t' embrace, and there be Spaces 
Of Time, appointed to refrain Embraces: 
There is a Time to gain, and there's ordain'd 
Another Time to loſe the Thing we gain'd ; 
There is a Time to recollect and lay 

Thy Treaſure up; a Time to caſt away: 
There is a Time appointed when to rend; 

And there's a Time appointed when to mend: 

A Time for Silence, and a Time to break 
Reſerved Silence; there's a Time to ſpeak: + 
A Time to love, and there's a Time i abate 
Our warm Affections; there's a Time to hate: 
A Time of War, and there's a Time to ceaſe 
The bloody Battle; there's a Time tor Peace. 

It Heaven's Decree thus bound the Works of Men, 
What Profit, gains the fruitleſs Worker then? 
What boots our Travel, or thoſe Works of ours, 
If all our Plots depend on heav'nly Pow'rs ? . 
Nor are our Actions, or their ſecret Ends 
Govern'd by Chance; nor do our Works depend 


On hoodwink*d Fortune; no, 


pleas'd Heaven thinks 


To exerciſe the Souls of Fleſh and Blood: (good 
What er he did, is fair, and timely done, 

He gave the World for Man to muſe upon: 

Whoſe: Eye, with Admiration may diſcover 


The Motion, not the Progreſs of the Mover. 


T know, that from the Works of Fleſh and Blood, 
As they are Man's, there can ariſe no Good; 
Unleſs perchance to qualify with Oy] 

The Soul-afflifting Vin'gar of his Toyl; 

Or if it happen that his Soul may eat 

And drink, and reap the Harveſt of his Sweat 

To ſweeten Sorrows, may we underſtand 


It is a Gift from the Almighty's Hand: 


I know that Heaven's Decree is ſcal'd, and free 


From Alteration, a moſt firm Decree : : 


\ 


(15) 
And ſo ordain'd, that the preſumptuous Race 
Of Man may fear the Majeſty of his Face: 
The thing that is, hath been; and what of old 
* Hath been, ſucceeding Ages ſhall behold : 
The great Diſpoſer keeps the ſelf-ſame Track, 
And calls his timely Revolutions back. | 
I view'd the Chair of Judgment, where I ſaw 
I Inſtead of Righteouſneſs, perverted Jaw : 

I view'd the Courts of Equity, and ſpy'd 
Corruption there, and Juſtice warpt aſide, _ 
O then (thought I) the Judge of Heaven ſhall do 
= Right to the Wicked, and the Righteous too. 
For there's a Time true Juſtice ſhall proceed 
On ev'ry Purpoſe, upon every Deed. 

Then puzzel'd in my Thoughts, I thus advis'd, 
Heaven ſuffers Mortals to be exercis'd 

In their own Miſeries, that they may ſee 

Z They're not more happy than the Senſuals be. 
To Man and B:aſt the felt-ſame Lots befal ; 
Man dies. ſo dies the Beaſt : Alas they all 
Enjoy one Breath; what Royalties remain 
To Man above a Beaſt ? For both are vain ; 
Both travel to the ſelt-ſame Place; both tend 
Their Paces to the ſelſſame Journies End: 
"The Subſtance of their Fleſh is both the ſane, 


What curious Inquifitor doth know 
IT he Place whereto aſcending Souls do go? 


Or can renown'd Philoſophy declare 


> Whither the dying Spirits of Bzaſts repair? 
This rightly weigit'd, it ſeems the better Choice 
Tor Man to ſuck his Labours, and rejoice: 
Ti all the Portion he is like to have: | 

= Who knows the Entertainments cf the Grave? 


But Dutt, ro Duſt both turn ſrom whence they came. 


SOLI- 


Varies, ſtill meeting with a various Mind. 


(16) 


SOLILOQUY. II. 


ME now my Soul, thou haſt with toylſom Pains 4 
Outworn the Day, and with thy dear-bought Gains, © 
Thou haſt refreſhd thy Spirits, and at length, _ 
With Iuſty Diet, haſt redeem*d thy Strength, „ 
Thou haſt forgot thy Labours, and thy Reſt | 
Halb croton' d Contentment in thy peaceful Breaſt : 
Art thou now pleas'd ? Whatcan thy Heart require, 3 
More than thou haſt, to fill thy vaſt Deſire ? 1 
True, if my bubble Life could get a Leaſe 9 
Of this ſmall Reſt, nay, if the preſent Peace , 


Were but ſecur'd from this ſucceeding Sorrow, 


Long ſince deſign'd to ibe next neighb'uring morrow, 
1t were ſome Happineſs, and would preſent 

A large Proportion of a ſhort Content. 

But Change (the Moth of tranſitory Things 
That's never worſe than when the Seaſon brings 

A Flaſh of Good) doth all Things fo unframe 

That Earth's Content doth ſcarce deſerve the Name 
Of common Happineſs ; which like the Wind 


Unconſtant Earth ! what can thy Treaſure ſhew, + 
That is not, like thyſelf, unconſtant ioo? 
Flow full of Change ! how full of Alteration ! 
Nay, fd in nothing but thy meer Foundation. 
And like thyſelf, our natural Parent, we 
Conſtant in Nothing, but in loving thee ! 
One while we plunge in Tears, and by and by, 
We rage in Laughter, yet not knowing Why : 
To day, the Zeal of our Afetiions ſuch, 
We burn in Love, to morrow, hate as much: 
Sometimes we fear not when our Ills appear, 
Sometimes affrighted at no Cauſe of Fear : 
One while wwe ſhould and will not, will and ſhould not, 
Nay, at the ſelf-ſame Moment, would and would not. 


To 
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1 1 


| Jo day we feaſt, and quaffe in frolick Bow. 


To morrow faſt, and pinch our guilly Souls. 
Nowe Muſick, now a Knell ſalutes our Ears, 
A. Noon wwe ſwim in Wine, at Night in Tears: 
= O'er Night our Vows are made, or Joy concluded: 
Jo day the Dangers paſt, and Heaven, deluded : 
* The laſt ſix Months our Fortune fwelPd with Store, 
And now they break, was never Job jo poor: 


X Time was, that Peace enrich'd our joyſut Land, 


*® Time is, our martial Drum beats War at hand. 
* Unconſtant Earth! O, is-it notenough - 

* 7 by Days are Illi al beſt , and but a Def 
A. bane ? At the Truilfuleſt but vain ? 

3 Bui ſad, at merrieſt, and at ſcbeeteſt, Pain: 2 
Js not all this enough ? enough 10 make 
Toe miſerable Child of Man forſake 
4 The falſe Protection of thy magick Eye, 


= Wuhbout the Addition of Inconjtancy ? 

= Is *t not enough that we poor Farmers pay 
Quit rent to Nature at the very Day, 

Aud at our dying Hour bequeath to thee 
Dur whole Subſiſtence for a Legacy? 

Hut tbou muſt leave our Frailties as a Prey 
To lime born Change, that will permit no Sta 
In one Eſtate, nor give us leave lo lie 
Sad Patients in a quiet Miſery ! 


O but my Soul, why _ thou thus conterd 


*® With thy Creators Pleaſure ? Ceaſe to ſpend 


} This needleſs Breath : Shall thy diferdered Mill 
# * Confront his Providence ? Or Cal that 11, 
& Which he thinks Good? Tell me, my Sou!, ſball be, 


3 That gave thee Being, be preſcrib'd by thee : p 
lle made thee for his Glory; not to ſpend 


by Days in laviſh Labour; nor 16 end 
= Thy painful Travel 1 in the Shades of Death: 
Bu thou haſt tainted that immortal Breath, 
4 Zi hith qualif'd thy Life, aud made thee free f 
X Of Zeav'n and Ewth. and a joynt Patenlee 
2 . WWilh 


Vanity is increaſed unto Men by Oppreſſion, by Emy, 
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With ſmooth fac'd Cherubims, and too too proud 

Of thy ſhort Honour, warpt thy Thoughts, and bod 
Thy ſtrait Deſires io unknown Delight, | 

And wrapt thy Glory in the Clouds of Night : 7 
Loſt thy Freewill to good, didſt overthrow N 
Thy perfect Knowledge with Deſire to know ; * 
Bereft of Wiſdom lab ring to be wiſe, 

Now peer'd with Beaſts, that only works and dies. 
Both born to Sorrow, breathe the ſelf-ſame Breath, 
Live both alike, both die the ſelf-ſame Death : 
Since then, my Soul, thy Hopes may not aſpire 

To what thou wouldſt, ſuit thy ſuppreft Deſire 
To what thou mayſt : And let thy Wiſdom play 
Bad Cards with beſt Advantage : What the Day 
Brings in by Travel, let thy frolick Night | 
Conſume in Mirth, and ſpend in full Delight : 
Take thou to day, let others take ty morrow ; > 
He earns the Solace, that endures the Sorrow. 


— 


e 


by Idleneſs, by Coveteuſneſs, by Solitarineſs, by 4 
Witfulneſs. ' 


Y Soul return'd and fixt her Thoughts upon 
The hard Oppreſſions made beneath the Sun; 

And lo, the Tears of Captives in Diſtreis, 

Cry'd loud for Comfort, yet were comtortleſs ; 


Great were the Oppreſſor's Power, ye the Grief 


Of the Oppreſt was void of all Relief : 

O then, I counted their Condition bleſt, 

Whom Death hath lull'd in everlaſting Reft ; 

Yea, far more bleſt than thoſe that live, .to ſtand 

Afflicted Patients at th? Opreſſor's Hand. 5 j 
| ay | 


Fay 
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Nay, far than both are they more vleſſed, whom 
Conception never hanſell'd in the Womb; 
Or thoſe Abortives, whom untimely Birth 


Excus'd from all the Sorrows of the Earth, 

I mus'd again, and found when Pains had crackt 
The harder Shell to ſome heroick Act, 

Pale Envy ſtrikes the Kernel with Taxation; 

O this is Vanity, and Souls Vexation. 

The ſluggiſh Fool that ſolitary ſtands, ä 
With yawning Lips, and boſom- folded Hands, 

= Conſumes his empty Days, at laſt, is fed 
With his own Fleſh, that would not move for Bread: 
> His idle Tongue thus pleading for his Sloth, 
Better one Hand be fill'd with Reſt, than both 
Strech'd forth in Travel, to prepare full Diet, 
With Hearts Vexation, and the Soul's Diſquiet. 
Thus pauſing, Contemplation ſhew'd mine Eye, 

> A new Proſpect of human Vanity 


There is a lonely Man that hath none other 

To foſter than himſelf, nor Child nor Brother, 
WC hoſe droyling Hands think nothing can ſupply 
The greedy Wants of his infatiate Eye ; | 
He robs himſelf, nor knows for whoſe Relief; 
This isa Vanity and wounding Griet, 

The ſingle State of him that lives alone 

Is double Grief ; Two better is than One: 

For Two can ſhare the Sorrows that befal 


2 To One; One's worſe than not to be at all; 
If eithers drooping Shoulders be betray'd 


Toa ſad Burden, there's a mutual Aid: 


> Woe to the Man whom Danger meets alone, 


For there's no Arm to help him but his own: 
When two divide the Comforts of a Bed, 

If one gains kindly Warmth, the other's ſped : 
But Warmth turns back to him that lies alone ; 
The Steel will yield no Sparks without the Stone. 
It Fury from a ſtronger Arm aſſails, | 
One falls before the Foe when two prevails : 


C 2 But 
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And glorious Monarchs have been ſeen to fail, 


II ſgn-polluted Duſt ! Embrac'd, enclos'd 


How is thy Mill diſturb'd with the Interruption 
Of crofs Deſires © Deſires not knowing ꝛuhere 


Thich, like their Objects, alterabie, rome 
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But if a third put in a timely Stroke, 

The Cord that's threefold is not quickly broke. 
To be a poor wile Child, is judg'd a thing 

More honorable than to be a Kin 

That's old and fooliſh, and whole Diſpoſition 
Checks at Advice, and ſpurns at Admonition. 
The low and lank Eſtates are often known 

To climb from Priſons, to the princely Throne; 


And change their glittering Glory for a Gao]. 

So have I ſeen the vulgar Hearts grow cold 

To withering Greatneſs, whilſt their Eyes behold 
The blooming Heir, to whom Affections run 
Like morning Eyes to greet the riſing Sun. 

Paſt Ages quench the Father's fading Light 

In the Son's Hopes, and future Days benight 
The Son in his Succeeders Expectation ; 

O this is Vanity and Souls Vexation. 


SOLILOQUY. Iv. 


Y Soul, to what a ſtrange difeniled Good 
F Art thou bewitcht ! O how-hath Fleſh and Blood 
betray d thee to a Happineſs that brings 
No Comfort but from tranſitory Things |! 
How is thy Freedom curbd ! How art thou clope*d 
With dull Mortality, below d and bogg'd 
In thine own Frailty] How art thou repos'd 


In the foul Arms of thy own baſe Corruptions ! 


To find a Centre, rambling here and there, 


Like idle Vagrants without Paſs, or Home. 
Review thyſelf, my Soul, caſt up thy Days, 
They are but jew, thy Life is but a Blaze : 
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Co lake an Inventory of thoſe Joys hq 
Which thy falſe Earth allows : They are but Toys, 
Tuo mock the Frailty of thy flatter'd Senſe, 

* Attended with a Thouſand Diſcontents : 

= Hath Heaven enricht thy Pains with thriving Drifts 
* Of mighty Gold? Endow'd thy Mind with Gifts 


* Of facred Art? Or glorif'd thy Name 


4 With Honour poſted on the Wings of Fame ? 


bat is there, then, that lies in Earths Election 


J 7; raiſe thy Happ* neſs lo more high Perfection? 
L Ay, but my Soul, what great, what higher Hand 
Shall flop the Mouth of Eavy ? Or — 


Her ſnake-devouring Fangs to keep the Peace 


Upon thy worried Name? To every Leaſe 

/ Earths beſt granted Happineſs, belongs 

= The ſharp Proviſo of malicious Tongues : 

= They, they ſhall blaſt thy Fortunes; leave a Tang 
on thy new-broach'd Honour: They ſhall hang 

= Like Burrs upon thy Welfare, and deſtroy, 

* Like the eaſtern Worm, the Ground of all thy Foy. 

1 Or if thou chance to ſcape the whiſpring Tongue 
= Of ſecret Envy, Force, and bold-fac'd Wrong, 
May hap to roar upon thy full. mouth d Sails, 
Aud rude Oppreſſion with her harpy Nails, 
May gripe thy fair Proſperity , and grate 

on the vaſineſs of thy great Eſtate. 

. Or if thoſe foreign Dangers ſhould forbare 
Lo make Aſſault , or made, prove leſs ſevere , 


From out thy very Boſom may ariſe 


= Inteſtine Foes, to make thy Peace their Prize : 


I tbat dull Worm, that cloaths the moſſey Land 


3 With Rags, but kiſs thy boſom-folded Hand, 
It eats thy Treaſure with à ſecret Ruſt, 
And lays thy bed rid Honour in the Duſt, 

I Or if thy droiling Hand ſhould once beſlave 
= Thy glorious Freedom with a Thirſt: to have, 
Aud take thee Priſon'r to thy loſe Deſires, 

= Thy Happineſs, even whilſt enjoy d, expires. 

| | Or 


by 
Or if a liberal Content ſhould crown 

Thy Gold with Reft, and make thine own, thine own, 

Perchance, thou want'ft a Partner, that may ſhare 

In all thy Fortunes : Or (if ſped) an Heir, 

Whoſe Worth and hopeful Merits may revive 

Thy honour' d Duſt, and keep thy Name alive. 
Or if the pleaſed Hand of Heaven ſubſcribe 

To thoſe Deſires, a Self-conceit may bribe 

Thy paſſion-guided Will to take up Arms 

*Gainſt ſovereign Reaſon, at whoſe bold Alarms 

Thy falſe Affections may riſe up, and ſhake 

Thy fancy-baffled Judgment, and ſo make 

A Gap for Miſchief, which may recommend 

Thy reeling Fortunes to a ruinous End. ; 
Now tell me, O my Soul, wherein can Earth 


Deſerve thy Pains, or graliße thy Birth, 


In framing equal Happineſs, nay, in freeing 
Thy partial Ea from unrepented Being * 

O, is 't not better, not to thirſt at all, + 
Than thirſt in vain, or quench thy Thirſt with Gall ? 
Are not the Cloyſters of the barren Womb, | 
Far more defirable, than to come 

Into the wild, into the common Hall | 

Of troubled Natures factious Court, where all 

Move in their Orbs of Care, and ſeveral Ways, 

Fulfil their Revolutions of ſad Days? 

Are not the ſhady Bowers of Death more fweet 

Than the bold Sunſhine, where we hourly meet 

Freſh Ills, like Atomes, whoſe deluding Breath 

Tickles our Fancies till we laugh to Death? 

Our Day of Birth leads in our Days of Trouble, 

My Soul prize not this Earth; this Toy, this Bubble. 


HAP. 
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CHAP'YV. 


2 Vanities in divine Service, in murmuring againſt Op- 
* preſſion, and in Riches. Joy in Riches is the Gift of 
God. | 


TTEND thy Foot-ſteps when thou draweſt near 
The Houſe of God; and be more apt to hear, 
Than give the Sacrifice of Fools, which know 

Not in their Sacrifice what Ill they do: 
Let not thy Tongue be raſh, commit no Waſte 
Of Words before thy God by over haſte ; 

Since he from Heav'n behol ds thy Actions here, 

All laviſh Babling let thy Lips forbare : 

As Dreams and reſt-diſturbing Fancies flow 

From Floods of Buſineſs which by day we do; 

So multitude of Words are daily ſprung 

From th' idle Fountain of a fooliſn Tongue. 

When thou haſt bound thee to thy God by Vow, 
Deter not Payment, but perfarm it thou: | 
Diſcharge thy Bonds, for Heaven takes no Delight 

In Fools, that violate the Faith they plight, 

= Far ſafer *tis thy Vows were never made, 

T ben having promis'd Payment, never pay'd. 

Let not thy Lips enſnare thee ; plead not thou 
Before thy Angel, *twas too raſh a Vow: 

O why ſhould'ſt thou provoke thy God, and dare 
His Curſe upon thy Practice, and thy Pray'r? 
Drcams oft are vain, and Folly 's mixt among 
The Language of a multiloquious Tongue; 

Eut let the Wiſdom of thy Lips appear 5 

Before chy God wich reverential Fear. 

dSeeſt thou perverted Juſtice in the Land, 

And poor Men grip'd beneath th' Oppreſſors * A 

tan 
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Stand not amaz'd : The Almighty views their Way, 
And there be Powers at hand more high than they. 
The fruitful Surface of the pregnant Soy], 
Enrich'd by the laborious Ploughman's Toyl, 
Brings forth to all ; nay, very Kings do build 
Their whole Subſiſtence from the fertile Field 
*Tis not full Heaps of eye-rejoicing Gold 

Can feed and ſcreen thy Nakedneſs from Cold: 
Nor can the Piles of treaſur'd Wealth ſuſtain 

Thy drooping Spirits: This is alſo vain. 

As Goods increaſe, e' en ſo their Number, who 
Muſt ſhare thy Goods increaſe, increaſeth too : 
What hath the Owner more than they, but this, 
What they conſume, his Eyes behold as his ? 

How ſweetly pleaſant is the Sleep of ſuch 

As labour, eat they little, or eat much ? 

When as the Wealth of idle Owners, keep 

Their Heart from Quiet, and their Eyes from Sleep. 
| There is an Il] that happens now and then 
Beneath the Sun, among the Sons of Men, 

Oft have I ſeen increaſing Riches grow . 

To be their great-made Owners Overthrow 3 

And vex their Souls with Care, and then repay 
Unproſp'rous Pains with Grief, and melt away. 
His Wealth is fled, and when he ſhould transfer it 
Upon his Heir, there's nothing to inherit. 

Look how he came into the World, the ſame 

He fhall go out, as naked as he came; 

Of what his lab'ring Arm hath brought about, 

His dying Hand ſhall carry nothing out: 

This is a wounding Grief, that as he came, 

In ev'ry Point, he ſhall return the ſame : 

What Profit can his SouPs Affliction find, 

That toyls for Air, and travels but for Wind ? 
The Pilgrimage of his laborious Days, 

Is ſordid and obſcure, and all his Ways 

Are blockt with Troubles, and his Soul's diſquict, 
To gain his very life- ſuſtaining Diet. 


J hold 
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I hold it therefore the moſt. happy Lot, 

To eat and drink, and reap what Pains hath got, 
To crown thoſe Da s which his Creator gave; 

*Tis all the Portion be is like to have: 

All ſuch to whom the bounteous Hand of Heav'n 

Gives Wealth, and Licenſe to enjoy it given, 

To ſweeten Labour, may they underſtand, 

It is a Favour from the Almighty's Hand: 

Such, doubtleſs, in their Labour, ſhall forget 

Their painfu} Sorrows, and their toylſome Sweat; 


For Heav'n hath crown'd their fair Deſires, and ſent 
A peaceful Conſcience, and a pleas'd Content. 


* 


SOLILOQUY v. 


UT bark, my Soul, the morning Bells invite 7 
Thy early Paces to a new Delight : | 

Away, away ; the holy Saint's Bell rings, 
Put on thy Robes, and oyl thy ſacred Wings : 
Call home thy Heart, and bid thy Thoughts ſurceaſe 
To be thy Thoughts ; go bind them to the Peace; 
Take good Security, or if ſuch fail, 
Commit them to the all-commandins Fail 
Of thy cram d Bags, there to lis lo; 2 and fal, 
Until "thy heaven-aloning Vows be paſt : 
Confine thy rambling Pleaſures to the Truſt 
Of vacant Hours: And let thy Wiſdom thruſt 
Indulgent Hagar, and her baſe-born Child 
From thy jad Gates z let them be both exil'd 
From thy ſeft Baſom; let not Iſhmael ſhare 
With both Ifiac; Iſaac mujt be Heir: 
Nor let thy forrow-melted Heart hemoan 
Thy baniſh d Bondflave, nor her thirſty Son: 
1 ake thou no Care for them, Hean will ſupply 
1heir craving Thirſt with Bottles from thine Eye : 
Leave all thy ſervile Tan es in tleVale, 
Meouiit they ! he ſacred Fill, and tv:re, bewale, 
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Thy dying Iſaac, whoſe free Gift may be 
A living Pleage betwixt thy God and thee. 
Here mayſt thou fealt thy Soul, and fill thy Breaſt 
With heavenly Raptures, and with holy Reſt. © 
Here ſhall thy Piety fweeten all thy Pains, 
And Grace ſhall here replieve what Grief diſtrains : 
Here mayſt thou ſbrotod thee from thoſe Ills that wait 
Upon the Frailty of thy frail Eftate. | 
Here may thy Griefs unboſome all their Groans, 
And find Redreſs from the high Thrune of Thrones, 
Haſte then 3 O bie thee to that ſacred Place; 
Why ſtay'ſt thou ? See the widened Arms of Grace 
Invite thy Preſence, and with open Breaſt | 
Promiſe fair Welcome to jo fair a Gueſt ! 
O but my zeal-tranfported Soul, take heed, 
Too raſh a Haſte brings oft too dear a Speed- : 
Obſerve thy Steps; thy Feet are api to ſlide, 
If thy miſguided Paces ſtwerve aſide, 
Death waits at either Hand, to make a Prize 
Of wavering Footſteps, and miſivandring Eyes: 
Near the beft Bleſſings neighbouring Dangers dwell, 
The very Suburbs of bleſt * rn is Hell. 
Thus when thy awful Preſence ſhall draw near 
Theſe hallalujons Courts, adviſe, and jear ; | 
Put off thy Shoes; *Tis holy Ground thou tread'ſt: 
Be not too bold; thou diſt unleſs thou dread'/t. 
Now, may thy holy Boldueſs ſafely venture 
To paſs theſe deletable Ports, and enter. 
Now cloath thy Heart with Reverence ; be filPd 
With ſecret Raptures; let thy Fancy build 
No Caſtles here; beware thou baniſh hence 
The ſinful Objetts of invited Senſe : 83 5 
Make Heat ns Command (and let il y zealous Motion 
Subſcribe to that) the Cauſe of thy Devotion: 
Let Heav'ns Direction be thy Form, and bend 
Thy endſul Heart to make Heav'ns Glory th* End: 
Worſhip that*s moulded in Traditions Schools, 
Ts but the ſenſual Sacrifice of Fools. 


Se 


Be 
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Be wiſely careful what thy Lips impart ; 
Bring thy ſoft Tongue acquainted with thy Heart: 


Be flow to ſpeak, and be as quick to hear; 


Heaven loves a ſingle Tongue, a double Ear. 
Make haſte to pay what thy vow'd Promiſe owes ; 
Deſtruction dwells in unperformed V owes. | 
Thus mayſt thou break the heart corroding Fangs 
Of griping Care, and ſcape the dying Pangs 
Of living Death : Here, here, thou mayſt controul 
Earths Power, and imparadiſe thy Soul 
In foft and ſacred Reſt, beyond the Extent 
Of whining Grief, and murmuring Diſcontent. 
Ay, but my Soul, greſs Vanity even dwells - 
In thy Devotion, whoſe rank Offering ſmells 
So ſtrong of Earth, that very Heavens deride 
Our very Altars, and abhor the Pride 
Of our diſguis'd Humility, which brings 
A ſecret Curſe upon our holieſt Things: 
Hence, hence, my Soul, proceed thoſe boyſtrous Waves 
That plunge our Frailties : This, O this enſlaves 
Our craver'd Spirits ſo, that we &en fail 
Or ſhrink before the Combat, and turn tail 
To every ſlight Afiiftion : This unlevels 
Thy even-way d Peace, with indigeſted Evils : 
This ſowers all thy Sweets, ſads all thy Reſt, 
Nay diſpoſeſſes thee, even whilſt poſſeſs 
Of thy imperious Treaſure. 
O then, my Soul, where ſhall thy Wounds obtain 
That ſovereign Balſom ? Who ſhall eaſe thy Pain? 


In ughat bleſt Ear will thy Complaints find Place? 


What holy Altar ſhall thy Arms embrace? 
I here be no Protection for oppreſt 
And labouring Souls, where ſhall poor Souls have Reſt ? 


Earths Foys are vain, and they that ſhall commit 
Truſt in vain Earth, are far more vain than it. 


CHAP. 


C HAP. VI. 


be Vanity of Riches without Uſe. Of Children, and 
Old Age without Riches. The Vanity of Sight and 
wandering Defires. The . of Vanities. 


HERE is an Ev'll, which ry obſerving Eye 
Hath taken Notice of beneath the Sky ; 

It is an Ev'll frequents the troubled Breaſt 
Of wretched Man, and robs him of his Reſt. 
To ſee where God hath multiply*d and-givin 
What Wealth and Honour. Earth can beg of Heav'n, 
And yet no Power to uſe it, but deſcends 
To very Strangers : O, this Grief tranſcends! 
Who multiply Their Loins: and Years, yet have 
Souls unſufficd with good, and ſoil the Grave 
With blemiſht and diſhonour'd Names, I ſay 
Abortive Births are better far than they: 
For he can hardly own a Being, wWoom 
Nature caſts forth from the untimely Womb: 
Darkneſs infolds him in her ſecret Shades, 
His Name's forgotten, and his Mem'ry fades. 
The Worlds ſurveying Lamp does not affright 
The pleaſing Slumbers of his peaceful Night: 
There be no Ears, no Eyes, to hear, to ſee, * 
The living Soul hath not ſuch Reſt as he: 1 
Yea though he live a thouſand Years twice cold, | 
What worth his Eyes, can his fad Eyes behold? | 
Do they not both arrive, not bath reſort 
To the dull Portals of the ſelf ſame Port? 
The beſt Reward of Man's laborious Sweat) 
Is but a Morſel of Quotidian Meat: 
This may ſuffice his Body, but the Will 
Of his infatiate Soul what Hand can fill? 


What 
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What is it then the wiſe Man's Labour gains 
More than the painful Fool by all his Pains ? 
What wants the poor Man that by prudent Labour 
Knows how to Jive, more than his wealthy Neighbour? 
Better enjoy a Competence, and crave not 
More Wealth, than ſtill defire the Wealth we have not. 
To wiſh, what if enjoy*d brings Moleſtation, 
Is but meer Vanity and Souls Vexation. 
The worldly Confluence of Treaſure can 
Exempt no Mortal from the Lot of Man. 
Nor can his Wealth inſtruct him'to withſtand 
The angry Strokes of the Almighty's Hand: 
Since the Increaſe of Wealth procur'd by Pain, 
Preſerv'd with Fear, with Sorrow loſt again, 
Increaſeth Grief in the Poſſeſſor's Breaſt, 
What Vantage then hath Man to be poſſeſt? 
Who knows what's good for Man in this dull Blaze 
Of Life, his ſwift, his Shadow-flying Days? 
Or who can tell, when his ſhort Hour is run, 
Th' Event of all his Toyl beneath the Sun. 


wy 


SOLILOQUY VL. 


HAT meant that great-creating Tower to frame 
This ſpacious Univerſe ? Was not his Name 
Glorious enough without a Witneſs ? | 
Did that corrected Twilight of his Eye 
Unmuſle Darkneſs, and with Morning Light 
Redeem the Day from new baptized Night ? 
| What meant that facred Power io command 
Divorce betwixt united Sea and Land? | 
by wrapt he Earth (as yet untouch*d with Showers) 
In a green Robe embroider*d all with Flowers ? © | 
What meant the Beams of his refulgent Eyes 
Jo print their Image in the cryſtal Skies ? 


What 
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What princely Gueſts with ail their numerous Train 
Did he expect? Was he to entertain ? | 
That his magmficent, his bounteous Hand 
Made ſuch Proviſion both by Sea and Land? 
What royal State*s at hand? What Potentate ? 
On whom muſt all theſe royal Armies wait? 
M ho worthy of ſo great a Preparation, 
Is to Object of ſuch royal Expectation? 
What Prince is to be born? What glorious Birth 
Is to be celebrated? 
1 Groaning Earth 

Brought forth a Lump not much above a Span, 

A little, naked, puling thing, call'd MAN. 
Man, a poor ſhiftleſs tranſitory thing, | 
Born without Sword or Shield, not having Wing 

To fly from threatning Danger, not an Arm 

To grapple with thoſe num rous Ills that fwarn 
About his neu born Frailty, warpt aſide 

From fair Obedience to rebellious Pride. | 
Man, in whoſe Frame the great Three-One advised, 
And with a ſtudied Hand epitomiꝝ ed 
The large, voluminous, . Story 
Of all his Works; the Manual of bis Glu) * 
Man, in whoſe Soul, the all Eternal drew 

The Image of himſelf,. for Earth ta view. 

With Fear and Wonder, in whoſe ſou*reign Eve 
He breath d the Flames of dreadful Majeſty, 

Fill<d him with Power, entruſted to his Hand 
Farth*s Empire, and the lower World's Command; 
Crown*d him with Glory, made him little lower 
Than Heav*n-bred Angels that excel in Power. 
| O but my Soul, how is that Hand aſham*d 

Of his own Mork] How is this Frame unframsd ! 
How is this Manual blotled ? Every Word 
How interlin d? How is this Image blur*d ? 
How are thoſe Sparks of Majeſty, that were 
So bright, now hafled with degen*rous Tear? 


How 


5 
How is that Power that was bred and born 
The Earth Commander, now become the Scorn 


Of Dungbill Paſſion, ſhipwrackt with the Guſt , 


Of every fatuous and inferior Luft ! MN; 

How is the Sunbright Honour of his Name 

Eclipſt ! How'1s his Glory 449 with Shame! 
Refleft upon thy ſelf, my Soul : Enquire 

Into the Vaſineſs of thy vain Deſire : 

What wouldſt thou have, which (being had) may fill 

Th unfathom<d Gulph of thy infatiate Will? 

Thou level'ſt at a Good: Wherein conſiſts 

The Good thou leveltſt at? To what ſtrange Lilts 

Is her conceal*d Omnipotence conſin d? 

Where is thi; Will-commanding Saint enſorined: ? 

1s not her royal Ferſon gone to view 

The Mines of Ophir, or the rich Peru? 

Or is ſhe gone to cil the Wings of Time 

With un#ticus ] leaſures in ſome foreign. Clime? 

Or ts ſhe mounted on the ſlippery Throne 

Of jtaggerins Honour, there diſguis d, unknown ? 

Alas, my Soul, if Heaven ſhould ſuit thy Store 

With thy Deſire, thou wouldſt deſire yet more: 

Or if in Tides of Gold ſhould a Degree 

Tranſcend thy Wiſh,. perchance it would want thee : 

1 hat if a num*rous Off-ipring /hould prociaim 

A Perpeluity to by: laſling Name ; 

Or if the even-ſpun Twine ſhould be extended 

1ill thou couldit number Nations all deſcended 

From thine own Loins , yet if the ſparing Hand 

Of wayward Providence /hould chance to brand 

Thy Days with Poverty, i abortive Birth 

Is more indebted to the gracious Earth 

Than thou whoſe ſhadow graſping Hand een tires 

ron the Vanity of thy vaſt Deſires : 

Nay, if both Hleav*n and Earth ſhould undertake 

T*<extratt the beſt from all Mankind to make 

One perfect happy Man, and thou wert He; 

Thy finite Fortunes [till would diſagree 


( 


With 
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With thy inſatiate Soul: Some Qualms of Earth, 
Hereditary io thy human Birth, 

Would print thy pamper*d Soul with ſuch a freſh 
And lively RA of feeble Fleſh, 

That all thy Joys (do Fortune what ſhe can) 

May not — 5 thee from the Lot WR Mas. 
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KRemedies againſt Vanity, are a good Name. 


Morti- 


1 Patience. Wiſdom. The Difficulty of 


Good reputed Name is ſweeter far 


Than Breaths of Aromatick Ointments are: 


And that ſad Day when firſt we drew our Breath 
Is not ſo happy as the Day of Death. 

Better it is to be a Fun'ral Gueſt, 
Than find the Welcomes of a frolick Feaſt : 


There mayſt thou view thy End, and take Occaſion 
T* enrich thy Thoughts with fruitful Contemplation, 


Better to cloud thy Face with Grief, than ſhow 


The laviſh Wrinkles of a laughing Brow ; 


For by the ſad Demeanour of thine Eyes 

The Hearr's inſtructed, and becomes more wife. 
The wile Man's ſober Heart is always turning 
His wary Footſteps to the Houſe of Mourning ; 
But Fools conſume, and revel out the Night 

In Dalliance, and the Day in looſe Delight. 
The Virtue of a wiſe Man's fair Reproof, 

Brings greater Benefit to a Man's Behoot, 

Than all thoſe Ear-bewitching Sweets than can 


Belch from the Language of a fooliſh Man. 


Look how the crackling Thorns under the Pot 


Blaze for a Scaſon, bur continue not; 3 


Feen 


WT, 
Fen ſo do fooliſh Flatt'ries entertain | 
Our Souls with Joy; but all that Joy is vain. 
When wiſe Men turn Oppreſſors, they have crackt 
Their Underſtandings in the very Act; 
And the Acceptance of a Bribe det | 
The Grounds of Judgment, and it blinds her Eyes, 
In all Attempts the Onſet does not lend 
So ſweet a Satisfaction, as the End : 
And he whoſe gentle Spirit is endow'd 
With Meckneſs, is far better than the Proud. 
Let not thy hot-mouth'd Spirit entertain "Is 
Too ſudden Paſſion with too ſlack a Rein; 
For raſh and unadviſed Anger reſts 
Emboſom'd, and abides in fooliſh Breaſts. 
Let nat thy murm'ring Tongue deſire to know 
Why former Days were not ſo bad as now; 
Where Heav*n declares a Will, no wiſe Man's Eye 
Should ſearch a Cauſe, or Lips enquire a F/þy, 
Wiſdom is profitable to advance | 
Man's Welfare, joined with Inheritance; 
By this Conjunction Profit doth ariſe 
To thoſe that toyl beneath the ſweltring Skies. 
Wiſdom's a Guard; and Treaſure a Defence 
To ſuperſede our Wants, reliev'd from thence, 
Wiſdom's th' Extract of Knowledge, and conveys 
To the Poſſeſſor- everlaſting Days. | 
O let thy Thoughts enquire and underſtand 
The well-weigh'd Works of the Almighty's Hand. 
What he hath ſetrled in a crooked State, 
No Induſtry of Man can make it ſtrait. 
In thy good Day take Pleaſure, and be wiſe ; 
In thy bad Day have Patience, and adviſe; _ 
For Heav'n gives both by turns, to let Man ſee 
How alterable Earthly Pleaſures be. 
Much have I ſeen in this my ſhort liv?d Day; 
Among the reſt, the juſt Man ſnacht away 
In his juſt Works, whilſt wicked find Succeſs, | 
And proſper in their We Wickedneſs. 


Since 


* 
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Since then th? upright Man's Recompence is ſuch, 
Be not too wiſe, nor righteous over much ; 

Why ſhould thy too much Righteouſneſs berray 

Thy danger'd Life, and make thy Life a Prey? 

Nor let the Fleſh ſuggeſt thee, or adviſe 

Thy Thoughts to be too wicked, too unwiſe. 

Why ſhould thy Folly captivate thy Bre.th, 

And make thee Pris'ner to untimely Death? 

In all thy Courles therefore it is beſt 

To lodge Uprightneſs in thy conſtant Breaſt. 

For he that feareth the Almighty, ſhall 

Outwear his Ev'l, or find no Ev'l at all: 

Wiſdom affords more Strength, more fortifies ' 

The undejected Courage of the wiſe, 

Than all the twiſted Pow*r of thoſe that are 

The Guides of Cities, or their Men of war. 

Yet is there none beneath the cryſtal Skies 

So juſt in Action, or in Word lo wile; 

That doeth always good, or hath not been 

Sometimes polluted with the Stains of Sin. 

At Paſſions Language ſtop thy gentle Ear, 

Leſt if thy Servant curſe thee thou ſhouldſt hear. 
For oftentimes thy Heart will let thee ſee 

That others likewiſe have been curs'd by thee. 

This Wiſdom by my Travel I attain'd, 

And in my Thoughts conceiv'd that I had gain'd 

No common Height, but on a ſtrict Revile 

I found my Wifdom came far ſhort of wile. 

Objects far diſtant, Secrets too profound 

What Eye can entertain; what Heart can ſound ? 

bent my ſtudious Heart to ſearch and pty 

Into the Boſom of Philoſophy ; 

I gave my ſelf to underſtand the Art 

Ot Folly, and the Madneſs of the Heart : 

I found the Harlot's Ways more bitter are (Snare, 

'Than Death, whoſe Arms are Gins, whoſe Heart's a 

Whom Heav'n doth favour ſhall decline her Gates, 

But Sinners ſhall be taken by her Baits. 

. Lo, 
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Lo, this I have obſerv*d (the Preacher ſays) 

By ſtrict Enqueſt into their ſev'ral Ways: 
Whereof my reſtleſs, my laborious Mind 
Would make Diſcov'ry, but deſpairs to find; 
Among a thouſand Men perchance that one 
May be trac'd out, but among Women, none. 
Lo here the Fruits of all my Diſquiſition, 
Only to know the devious Condition 

Of poor degen'rous Man, whole firſt Eſtate 


Heav'n copied from himſelf, upright, and ſtrait. 
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IME then my Soul, the frail and falſe Eſl ate 

Of fading Happineſs cannot create 
The leaſt Contentment in thy various Mind, 
Whoſe Fancy-guided Motion cannot find 

The Point of Reſt, but like the boiling Waves 
Toſt in the Storms of Earth, ſometimes outbraves 
The threatning Firmament, then at a Breath 
Darts down, and daſhes at the Doors of Death ; 
Since waxen-winged Honour is not void 
Of Danger, whether aim*d at, or enjoy*d; 
Since Heart-enchanting Profit hath not Fruit, 
But Care, both in Fruition, and Purſutt ; 
Since Pleaſure lite a wanton Iich doth breed 
In the rank Fleſh, but ſcratcht until it Bleed; 
Since Laughter is but Madneſs, and high Diet 
The officious Pander of our own Diſquiet ; 
Since glorious Buildings, and magnifick Towers, 
Fructiſerous Orchards, Odoriferous Bowers; 
Full cluſtered Vineyards, Beauties, and the choice 
Of Muſick, both by Inſtrument and Voice, 

Can lend thy Heart no full Content, nor ſtill 
The various Clamours of th inſatiate Will; 

A 


Since 


i 
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Since human Wiſdom is but human Trouble, 

And double Knowledge makes our Sorrow double; 
Since what we have, but lights our Wiſh to more, 
And in the Height of Plenty makes us poor; 

And what we have not, too too apt to crave, 

Ev*n diſpoſſes us of what we have; 7 \ 
Nay, fince the very Act of our Devotion 

Can bring no Reſt, nor qualify the Motion 

Of our unbounded Thoughts, to ſweeten out 

This Span of Frailty, plung*d, and orb*d about 


With Floods of Bitterneſs : Since none of theſe, 


Nor all can crown our Labours, nor appeaſe 


Our raging Hearts, O my deceived Soul, 
Where wilt thou purchaſe Peace? Who ſhall controul, 


Who fhall ſuppreſs thoſe Paſſions that conteſt 
Within the Kingdom of thy troubled Breaſt ? 
Whither ? to what ſtrange Region wilt thou fly 


| To find Content, and baulk that Vanity 


Which haunts this bubble Earth, and makes thee flill 
A Slave to thy infatuated Will ? 
Call home thy ſelf : Inſpef thy ſelf anew, 
And take thy Birthright 10 a freſh Review : 
Thou art immortal; art divine by birth, 
A Spark of Heaven; thau art not born of Earth; 
Earth is the Footſtool of thy heavenly Throne, © 
Made for thy baſer Parts to trample on. 

Look not ſo low, my Soul, there*s nothing there 
Fit for thy ſacred Viet; it is no Sphere 


For thee to move in: No, let Worms and Beaſts, 


And ſalvage Brutes trade there, and lay their Geſts 
Of Progreſs, to ſurround with weary Paces 
The baſe Confines of thoſe infericur Places. 
Ay, but my Soul, t Alliance of my Fleſh 
Claims Kindred there, takes pleaſure to refreſh 
Her waſted Body there : Earth is ber Mother, 
The Worm her Sifter, and the Beaſt her Brother, 
Tis true, ſhe is thy Spouſe, Heaven ty*d the Knot 
For none to looſe bul Neuven: I know ber Lot a 
5 
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I: mortal, frail, and being born of Earth, 
Corrupt, and wears the Badges of her Birth. 
If ſhe tranſgreſs, it's thou muſt bear the Blame, 
And all her Deeds reflect upon thy Name; 
O then beware, and if ſhe needs muſt go 
To viſit Earth, firſt, let her Frailty know, 
How apt ſhe is to fall, and ſhe how prone 
To blur and ſtain thy Honour and her own. 

A Name unblemiſht with the ſinful Soil 
Of ſordid Earth, is as a precious Oil, 
Which like a ſovereign Antidote prevents 
That Plague of Vanity which Earth preſents. 

Then tell her, tell her, that her Mother Earth 
Myuſt give her kurial, as ſhe gave ber Birth: 
Tell ber, O tell her, every Gaſp of Breath - 
Are Minutes moving to the Hour of Death : 
And let her know, The Houſe of Mourning brings 
More Profit than the Palaces of Rings: 
Tell. her, leſs real Happineſs doth dwell 
In a full Banquet, than a paſſing Bell. 

Arm her with Patience apt to entertain 
The wiſe Reproofs : but if her Paſſion reign, 
Correct it wiſely : Teach her ſober Eye 


+24 willing Ignorance in things too high. 


If liberal Earth ſhould chance io crown her Store, 
Let her wiſe Modeſty receive no more 
Than ſhe can manage; Pilots that are wiſe, 
Proportion out their Canvas to the Skies. 
Lei not ber Knowledge with the Eagle fly, 
Unleſs her Wiſdom hath an Eagle's Eye. 
Wiſdom digeſts what Knowledge did devour, 
Things ſweet in taſte, are indigeſted ſowre. | 
In proſp'rous Fortunes let her Foy be ſuch, 
That in hard Times ſhe may not grieve too much, 
Let her count Wiſdom as her chiefeſt Good, 
And the Price eaſie, whether Sweat or Blood: 
And let the Percloſe of her Thoughts be this, 


To fludy what Man was, and what Man is. 
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So now my Soul, thy «well inſtructed Fleſh 
May viſit Earth, and with her Sweets refreſh, 
Thy waſted Spirit, ſecure from all ihoſe Ills 
Which threaten Ruin to diſtempered Mills: 
Now mayſt thou eat and drink, and make Supplies 
For after days, and cloſe thy peaceful Eyes 
In calm Content, and ſcape thoſe hidden Snares 
That lurk in Pleaſures, and increaſe our Cares. 

He only takes Advantage of bis Lot, 
That uſes Earth, asif he us*d it not. 


—_ 


CHAP. VIII. 


Kings are greatly to be reſpected: Divine Providence is 
to be obſerved. It is better with the Godly in Ad- 
verſity, than with the Wicked in Proſperity. The 
Work of God is unſearchable. 


HO's equal to the wiſe Man? who but he 
Can judge of things, or what their Natures be? 


Wiſdom adorns the Cheek with lovely Grace ; 


And plants couragious Boldneſs in the Face, 
Let me adviſe the Subjects Heart to ſtand 
Devoted always to the King's Command: 
For having ſworn Allegiance to him, both 
Heav'n and thy Conſcience do atteſt the Oath. 
Let not thy diſcontented Haſte incite 


Abrupt Departure from his awful Sight: 


If thou haſt err*d, continue not in III, | 
For Princes Acts are guided by their Will: 

The potent Majeſty of a Prince's Word 

Is backt and made authentick by the Sword: 


What vent'rous Tongue dare queſtion, or demand 


The leaſt Account from his illuſtrious Hand ? 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe loyal Breaſts obſerve the Laws of Kings, 
Shall never know the Grief Rebellion brings : 
The wiſe Man's Heart knows Times and Judgment too, 
Not only when to ſpeak, but what to do. 

For there's to every Purpoſe among Men 
A Judgment how to do, a Seaſon when, 

Which if miſtaken, or not underſtood, _ 
Brings ſo much Misry upon Fleſh and Blood. 
For Man is ignorant of what may fall, 

And who is he can tell him when it ſhall ? 

No Man hath Power to prolong his Breath, 

Or make him Shot-free in the Day of Death: 
There's no Retreat in that ſad War, nor can 
Man's Wickednets preſerve the wicked Man. 

All this have I obſerved, and have given 

My Hcart to note each Action under Heaven: 
There was a time when the Oppreſſor's Arm 
Oppreſt his Brother to th' Oppreſſor's Harm. 

So have I ſeen grave Judges (but unjuſt) 

That fat in Judgment honour'd to the Duſt 
Which hid their Crimes; theſe ſeemed to obtain 
Some Happineſs: This Happineſs is vain. 
Becauſe a preſent Sentence is not paſt 

Upon the Wicked, their dull Hearts at laſt 
Grow quite obdure, reſolv'd, and fully bent, 

To act what Ills their greedy Luſts preſent. 

Put caſe the Sinner multiply his Crime, 

And his long Days e' en ruſt the Sithe of Time: 
Vet well I know they only ſhall be bleſt, 

That fear th* Almighty with a filial Breaſt. 

Ay, but the Wicked ſhall not ſcape ſecure, 
Though he live long, he ſhall not long endure ; 
But like a Shadow ſhall his Days appear, 

Becauſe he fear*d not whom he ought to fear. 
There is a Vanity reigns here below, 

TI ſee the wiſe Man reap what Sinners ſow, 

And Sinners ſhare when juſt Men ſow the Seed ; 
This Grief (ſaid I} all otner Griets exceed. | 
Jl TOY Then 
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Then prais'd I Mirth, and held it the beſt Choice 
Beneath the Sun, to eat, and to rejoice : 
For this is all the Good, this all the Gains 
Is like to chear our Days, and crown our Pains. 
But when I ſet my buſie Heart to know 
Wiſdom, and Heav'ns ſtrange working here below: 
(For Day and Night my Studies did deny 
Sleep to mine Eye-lids, Slumbers to mine Eye) 
O then I found his Works beneath the Sun . 
Paſt finding out; my fruitleſs Thoughts did run 
This Heav'nly Maze, till they at length concluded, 


Man's Wit ſtoops here; here Wiſdom ſtands deluded. - 
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UT flay my Soul |! What Language does appear ? 

Am I deceiv*d ? Or did I ſeem to hear? a 
Which Tenet ſhall I baulk ? And which embrace? 
Hath Truth lite Janus, got a double Face? 


Did not that Voice, that voted Wiſdom vain 


But very now, now cry it up again ? 

Shall what was late condemn d as a Diſeaſe, 

' Now prove a Remedy? Such Slips as theſe 

Are Brands of human Frailty, <which belong 

' Th us andours ; it well beſeems our Tongue 

To contradict and jangle : Error's known 

By many Faces; Truth admits but one: ont 

How haps it then, that Wiſdom, whoſe a2 

Adds to our Grief, yet crowns our Days with Peace? 
Be not deceiv'd, my Soul; let not one Name 

Confound two Natures, and make two the ſame : 

Shall Names give Natures ? Dare thy Tongue profeſs 

An equal Priviledge to curſe and blels 

For one Names Sate? No, my deluded Soul, 

Sooner may Light and Darkneſs, fair and foul, p 


len eee ca oa. 0 SE rake: 2 


(4r) 


Sooner may Good and Ill ; nay, Heav'n and Hell, 
May ſooner ſtartle from their Parallel, 
And turn Joint-tenants in one perfect Line, 
Than theſe two Wiſdoms, human and divine, 

That breeds a Tumour in the flatuous Breaſt , 
This lays is: that brings Trouble, and this, Reſt : 
That kindles Fires, and thoſe Fires increaſe 
To Self-contention ; this concludes a Peace : 
That dulls the Thoughts, ſuppreſt with low Deſires ; 
This mounts thy Soul with more heroick Fires: 
That cannot brook the tranſitory Frown 
Of Fortunes Brow ; this makes a Croſs a Crown : 
That fills thy Hopes with Froth, and blurs thy Youth 
With black-mouth*d Error; this dire#ts to Truth: 
That ſcorns Advice, and like an own-ſelf Lover 
Befools thee ; but this honours the Reprover : 
That fears, and flees, or falls at every Breath 
Of Diſcontent; this triumphs, een in Death: 
Thal breaks Relations, and for private Ends, 
Diſſolves Allegiangg, and disbands true Friend; 
This loves Society, calls not mine, but ours, 
Yields due Obedience to ſuperior Pow'rs : 
That prickt by Paſſion ruſhes into Crimes; 
This backt with Reaſon counſels with the Times: 
That gives the Name of Power; this the thing : 
That makes a I yrant; this creates a King : 
That lights thy Honour, fading like a Blaze ; 
This crowns thy Name with everlaſting Days : 
That breeds a Serpent; this brings forth a Dove: 
That works a ſervile Hear; this filial Love: 
That deads thy Spirit; this makes thee wiſely hold: 
That ſcowres thy Bras; but this refines thy Gold: 
That fills thy Feaſt with Cares; with Fears, thy ways 
This makes thy Mor ſel a perpetual Feaſt : 
That cools thy Palate, but inflames thy Fire ; 
This flakes thy Thirſt, and ſatiales thy Defire, 

Oben, my Soul, correct that Fleſh and Blood 

That blinds thee ſo; and, like 4 g/oomy Cloud, 
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: Thus inter poſes, and obſcurely flies 
* Betwixt the ſacred Object, and thine Eyes : 


Clear up, my Soul, and like the Eye of Day, 
Chaſtiſe that Aves Darkneſs, 1 diſplay 

Thoſe Miſts of Earth, which like falſe Glaſſes ſhewy 
Fanatick Figures, and preſent thy View 

With ſpecious Objefts, precious in Eſteem, 


(Alas) but nothing leſs, than what _ ſeem. 


Then fhall the Wiſdom of the ſcarlet Whore 
And all her bald. pale Panders, painted o*er © 
With counterteited Holineſs, appear 
In her true Colours, ſo that every Ear 
That hears her baſe Impoſtures, and the Fame 
Of her lewd Piety, ſhall abhor the Name 


Of bloody Rome: Ihen ſhall the ſpotted Beaſt 


Put off her golden Trappings 3 and undreſt 
Of all her Glory, be turned out to graze 
In uncouth Deſerts, and conſume her Days 


With Dragons, Tigers, and thoſe ſalvage things, 


Now pamper*d with the Blood of Saints and Kings. 
O then the crooked Paths of Error, Fraud, 

And Candle-light Devotion, trim*d and ftraw*d 
With fweet- lin Rojes, ſhall appear as plain, 

As Tide-forſaken Rocks along the Main. | 
Then ſhall true Wiſdom, like fair Sheba's Queen, 
Begin her royal Progreſs, and now ſeen | 

In perfect Beauty, ſhall ere her Throne 

In every Breaſt, and every Solomon 

Shall court her Glory, and intranc*d in pleaſure, 
Shall ſmell her Spices, and divide ber Treaſure. 


CHAP, 
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CHAP 


Like things happen % Good and Bad. There is a 
Neceſſity of Death unto Men. Comfort is all their” 
Portion in this Life. God's Providence ruleth over 


all. Wiſdom is better than Strength. 


LL this I ponder'd, and at length I found 
All Actions, whether juſt or wiſe, are crown'd 

By ſecret Providence: And no Man knows 
God's Love or Hate, by Bleſſings or by Blows. 
All haps alike toall ; the ſame Things do 
Betal the Righteous and th' Unrighteous too. 
Th? Unclean, and Clean, have here the ſelf-ſame Pay; 
And he that prays, and he that doth not pray: 
Alike befals to Good and Bad, and both 
To him that ſwears, and him that fears an Oath: 
It is a Grief that grates beneath the Sun, 
That like Events betide to every one; 
Which makes the deſp'rate Hearts of Men to rave 
With Miſchief, till they drop into the Grave. 
For the Ambition of their Hopes extend 
But to this Life, and with this Life they end: 
Better to be a living Dog (they plead) 
Than to be known a Lyon that is dead: 
For they that live, know well that they ſhall die, 
And therefore take their Time; but they that lie 
Rak'd up in Death's cold Embers, they know not 
Or Good or IIl: their Names are quite forgot: 
They have no Friends to love, no Foes to hate; 
They know no Virtue to ſpit Venom at; 
They ſell no Sweat for Gains, nor do they buy 


Pleaſure with Pains, or trade beneath the Skie: 
| F 2 G0 
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Go then, rejoice, and eat: Let a full Bowle 
Caſheire thy Cares, and chear thy frolick Soul; 
What Heaven hath lent thee with a liberal Hand, 
To ſerve, and cheer thy Frailty up, command, 
Indulge thy careful Fleſh with.new Supply, 
And Change of Garments of the A Dre 
- Refreſh thy Limbs, annoy'd with Sweat a Toy], 
With coſtly Baths, thy Head with precious Oil. 
Delight thy ſelf in thy delicious Wite 
All the vain Days of thy vain waſting Life; 
Of all the Works thy painful Hand hath done, 
This, this 1s all the Price beneath the Sun. 
"What &er thy Hand endeavours, that may gain 
Contentment, ſpare not either Coſt or Pain ; 
For there's no Hand to work, no Pow'r to have, 
No Wiſdom to contrive within the Grave. 
-I find the Swift not always win the Prize, 
Nor Strength of Arm the Battle, nor the wiſe 
Grow rich in Fortunes, nor the Men of Skill 
In Favour ; all as Time and Fortune will. 
Man knoweth not his Time ; as Fiſhes are 
Snar'd in the Net, Birds tangled in the Snare; 
So be the Sons of Men ſurpriz'd with Snares, 
When Miſchief falls upon them unawares. | 
This Wiſdom have ſeen beneath the Skie, 
Which wiſely weigh'd, deſerves a wiſe Man's Eye. 
| There was a little City poorly man'd, 
*Gainſt which a potent King brought up a Band 
Of martial Strength, beſieg'd it, and withal 
Built mighty Bulwarks *gainſt her ſlender Wall; 
In this half conquer'd City there was found 
A poor wiſe Man, whoſe Wifdom did confound 
Both them and all the Works their Strength could plant; 
Yet no Reward reliev'd this poor Man's Want. 
O then (thought T) poor Wiſdom will at length 
Diſcover greater Worth than golden Strength; 
Vet is the poor Man's Wifdom poorly priz'd, 
His Word's not heard, or being heard, diſpis'd: 
| be 
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The whiſpering wiſe Man's Tongue prevaileth more, 
Than when the Lips of fooliſh Rulers roar : 
Prudent Advice is more tranſcendent far, 

Than Strength of Arm, or Inſtruments of War : 
But raſh Attempts of a miſguided Hand 

Defeat themſelves, and ruin all the Land. 


— 


SOLILOQUY. IX. 


UT ah, my Soul, what boots it to be wiſe? 
Or what Advantage ? what great Profit lies 

In a fair Fourney? to be well-ſupply*d 

With all Accoutrements, a knowing Guide, 

A mettled Steed, a ſweet and temperate Skie, 

Short Miles, and way-beguiling Company ; 

When armed Death ſtands —— to attend 

Thy parting Stirrup at thy Fourney*s End? 

Thy Wiſdom cannot ſave thee ; has no Power 
To keep thee Shot-free, or to quit that Hour. 

Dull NabaPs Hour-glaſs runs as flow a Pace 

As active Solomon's: An equal Space 

Divides their Minutes; Death*s impartial Hand 
Wounds all alike, and Death will give no Sand. 

| What then my Soul ? If Wiſdom ſhould entail 

Our Happineſs on this Life, or fill our Sail 

In this wild Ocean with perpetual Breath, 

When ſhould we find a Hav'n? If partial Death 

Should favour Wiſdom, and not exerciſe 

Her Office there, *twere Miſery to be wiſe : 

The prudent Pilot, whoſe marinal Skill 

Makes the proud Winds obedient to his Will, 

And ploughs the Billows with leſs Fear than wrong 

Takes no Delight to make his Voyage long; ed 

But with his wiſe Endeavours ſeeks to guide 

His ſlender Pinnace, and to curb the Pride 


—— 
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Of the rebellious Waves, and doth adareſs 
His Care t3' crown his Voyage with Succeſs. 

Our Lifets the Voyage, and this World the Ocean; 

Our Cares are Waves toſt in continual motion; 
Our Thoughts are buſie Winds, that often blow 
Too ſtrong a Gale, and toſſes too and fro 
Our crazy Veſſels : Every Soul does bear 
The Office of a Pilot, now to ſteer, 
Noro to adviſe; and ſtil! to lay Commands 
Upon th Afefion-Sailers, whoſe rude Hands 


Are always active, ready to fulfil 
The wiſe Directions of the Pilot's Mill. 


It matters not, my Soul, how long or ſhort 
Toy Voyage be, if ſafe ; they gain the Port 
With b:jt Advantage, that in peace arrive 
With Ribs unſhook, and all their Men alive. 
It lies not in the Skilful Pilot's Pozoer 


avc id lempeſtuous Seas, but to endure 3 


*T1s Wiſdom to endure, as well as do; 
Who bravely ſuffers, is viclorious too. 
Then chear, my Soul; let not the Frowns of Earth 
Diſturl thy Peace, or interrupt thy Mirth : 
Let not that rude, that Apogean Storm 
Of Fleſb and Blood diſmay thee, or deform 


| The Beauty of thy Thoughts, or caſt thy Mind 


Into a baſe Deſpondence : Let the Wind 
Blowo where it pleaſe, a well-prepared Breaſi 
Will give thee Seller, and afford thee Reſt. 

When worldly Croſſes tempt thee, underſtand 
Fleaven tries thy Temper iben; if then thou ſtand 
Upright in Court, and of unſhaken Mind, 

The Teſt approves thee, and thou art refin*d. 
Then chear, my Soul; let not the Rubs of Earth 


Diſturb thy Peace, or interrupt thy Mirth ; 


Tf Heaven hath crown* thy Tabours with & uceeſs, 
Enjoy it freely; eat and drink, and bleſs 
The gracious Giver : Let thy Soul reqice 


dad take a cheerful Pleaſure in the Choice 


po 
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Of all Delights; and what his Bounty gave 

With a free Hand, fear not thou to-receive ' 

Wilb a free Heart: Refreſh thy fainting Head | 
With precious Oils, and change thy careful Bread 


To Feaſts of Joy; or if a Croſs ſhould greet 


Thy frolick Saal, march bravely on, and meet 

Adver ſity half way; and vith a Heart 

Too great for Earth to wrong, ſhake Hands and part : 
Chear then my Soul; let not the Rubs of Earth | 

Diſturb thy Peace, or interrupt thy Mirth : 

Go, fweeten up thy Labours and thy Life 

With freſh Delights : Rejoice thee in the Wife 

And Partner of thy Boſom; let ber Breaſt 

Suffice thee as.the Centre of thy Reſt : 

Deny thy Heart no Pleaſure, — may lie 

Within the lawful Limits of thine Eye: 1 

Take Time while Time ſhall ſerve z 70-morrow ny 

Be none of ours; come, come, be wiſe to day; 

And teach iby Labours to beſtow their Sorrow 

On thoſe that practiſe to be Fools to-morrow. 


- 
* * 
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CHAP x. 


Obſervations of Wiſdom and Folly. of Rive, Hub- 


fulneſs, and ' Money. Mens Thoughts of Kings 
ought to be reverenced. : | 


OOK how dead Flies (tho? few/in Number) foil; 
Corrupt and putrify the pureſt Oil: | 

ILv'n ſo a little Folly ſtains his Fame 

Whom fair Repute for Wiſdom lends a Name. 

A wiſe Man's Heart is plac'd at his right Hand, 

His Plots and Counſels are of ſtrong Command 5 

But Hearts of Fools are weak and raſh, bereft 

Ot ſage Advice; their Hearts are at cheir Le. 


Nay, 
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Nay, if their Steps but meaſure out the Way, 
Their Garb, their Looks, their Language do betray 

Their Folly, read by whomſoe're they meet; 
Themſelves proclaim their ſelves in ev'ry Street. 
If thy Superior happen to incenſe -. 2 
His jealous Wrath at thy ſ % e Offence, 

or 


Do thou thy Part and yield, for Yielding ſlakes 
The raging Flame, that great Tranſgreſſion makes. 
I ſee an Ill beneath the Sun that ſprings 
From Error, reigning in the Breaſt of Kings: 
Fools are made Stateſmen, and command at Court, 
And Men of Parts are made the lower Sort. 

So have I ſeen proud Servants mounted high 

On lordly Steeds, and Lords to lackey by. 

He that ſhall dig a Pit, that ſhall prepare 

A Snare, ſhall be enſnar'd in his own Snare. 
And he that tramples down a Hedge ſhall meet 

A Serpent to ſalute his trampling | wh 

He that ſhall ſhake a Stone- compacted Wall, 

Shall undergo the Danger of the Fall: 

Who undertakes to cleave the knotty Oak, 

Shall be a painful Partner in the Stroak: 

But if th? unwhetted Edge be blunt, the Arm 

Muſt give more Strength, and fo receive more Harm ; 
But if he challenge Wiſdom for his Guide, 

Wiſdom will do, what painful Strength deny'd. 
The raſh reproving Mouth of Fools are arm'd 

Like unenchanted . if not charm'd. 

The wiſe Man's Words are gracious, where they go, 
But fooliſh Language doth themſelves o' erthrow. 
Folly brings in the Prologue with his Tongue, 
Whoſe Epilogue is Rage and open Wrong. 

The Fool abounds in Tongue, there's none can know 
What his Words mean, or what he means to do. 
The tedious Actions of a Fool doth try 

The Patience of the weary Stander by ; 

' Becauſe his Weakneſs knows not how to lay 

His Actions Poſture in a civil Way. 


'o 
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Wo to the Land, whoſe Prince's Wiſdom ſways 
The Scepter in the Nonage of her Days ; 
And whoſe grave Rulers, that ſhould haunt the Seat 
Ot ſacred Juſtice, riſe betime to eat. ; 
Bleſſed art thou O Land, when as thy King 
Derives his royal Blood from th* ancient Spring 
Of Majeſty, and Rulers timely diet 
Serves to maintain their Strength, and not their Riot, 
By too much Slothfulneſs the Building falls 
Into Decay, and Ruin ſtrikes her Walls, 
And through the ſluggiſh Poſture of his Hand 
The Weather-beaten Heuſe forgets to ſtand : 
Who eats and drinks and frolicks, uncontrouPd, 
Maintaining Riot with his wanton Gold. 
Curſe not the King, nor them that bear the Sword, 
No, not. in Thought, tho* Thought expreſs no Word; 
The Fowls of Heav'n ſhall vent ſuch hideous Things, 
And ſwift Report ſhall fly with ſecret Wings. 
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SOLILOQUY X. 


UT ah, my Soul ! How cloſely Folly cleaves 
DD To Fleh and Blood] How mungrel Nature waves 
Wiſdom and Folly in the ſelf ſame Loom, 

Like Web and Woof, whereby they both become 
One perf Web to cloath our Imperſeftions 
With Linſey -woolſey, and our mixt Affections 
With fooliſh Wiſdom ! O how full of Earth 

Was our firſt Ore, which at our ſinful Birth 

Was taken. from the Womb; Now purifi*d 

In ſacred Fires, and more than ſeven Times iry*d 
In ſharp Afiiftion*s Furnace ;, yet how baſe 


Our Bullion is] not worthy of the Face 


That makes us currant; O how apt and prone 
Ts Fleſh and Blood io fall, if let alone 
But one poor Minute | Moft in Danger then 
To be jurpriz*d and foyl*d with Folly, when 
* Our 
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Cur bold Preſumption tempts our Thoughts to prize 
Our Wiſdoms overmuch, and ſeem too wiſe, 
How one raſh Action; O how one dead Fly 
Embalm'd in thy ſweet Oil does putriſie | 
Thy Box of Spikenard | How it caſts a Shame 
Upon the Beauly of thy honourd Name! _ 

O then, my Soul, take heed to keep thy Heart 
At thy right Hand; there, there ſhe will impart 
Continual Secrets, and direct thy Ways 
In ſacred Ethicks, fweetning out thy Days 
With ſeaſon*d Knowledge, Knowledge paſt the Reach 
Of black-mouth*d Error, /hall inſtruct and teach 
1 hy Tongue wiſe Silence; Wiſdom when to break 
Thy cloſed Lips, and Fudgment how to ſpeak : 

Shell teach thee Chriſtian Policy, and how 

To keep thee ſafe whenas thy Prince's Brow 

Shall threaten Death, een when the Flame ſhall fly 
Like borrid Lightning from his wrathful Eye. 

Ay, but the Rage of Princes oftentimes 
Daris Lightning at the Perſon, not his Crimes; 
And their miſguided Will oft times demands 
Obedience there, where Conſcience countermands. 

Take heed, my Soul; thou tread*ſt upon the Ice, 


Be not too vent rous here, nor too too nice: 


Ruſh not too hold; thou mayſt as ſoon convince 
An Error in thy Conſcience, as thy Prince. 

To lay Commands upon indifferent things, 

Is a ſole Royalty belongs to Kings, © 

If bere thy Conſcience doubt, the, Book of Lie 

Muſt caſt the Balance, and decide the Strife: 

If this way, thy enforc*d Obedience then e 
Muſt ſtoop; if that, pleaſe rather God than Men. 
Fi“ Embers of his Rage ſhould chance to lie 
Rak*d up, or Farnace from his angry Eye, 
Quit not thy Duty: i by Part !*afſwage 

The jealous Flames of his conſuming Rage. 

hat, if through Error or miſguided Will 

He leaves the Way to Good, and cleaves to It 


Lend 
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Lend him thy Prayers; lament, adviſe, perſwade, 
Lift not tby Hand, nor let thy Tongue upbraid 
His ſacred Perſon ; hets by Heav*n appointed 
To be thy Prince; O touch not Heav'ns Anointed, | 
What, if be lend the Fulneſs of his Pow'r © 
To thoſe imperious Spirits that devour 
Subjects like Bread, and drink the loyal Blood 
Of Men line Water; Men, not once allowed 
To plead for Life; but ſilenily ſubſcribe | 
To thoſe that cannot judge without a Bribe ? 
What, if his Power pleaſes to commit 
His paſt *ral Staff to ſuch as are more fit 
To kill and eat, or recommend his Flocks 
To ſuch dumb Dogs, of whom nor Wolfe or Fox 
Will ſtand in Awe, or ſhow their Fears by Flight, 
That have not Tongues to bark, nor Teeth to bite? 
Rebel not thou, nor in a hoſtile Way | 
Accoſt thy Prince; Or ſuffer, or obey. 
What, if the common Favourite of the Times n= 
(The Courtly Fool, grown great with count*nance) limes 
Up to a Lordſhip, when the Man of Merit 
Broke on the Wheel of Fortune muſt inherit 
Nothing but Scorn and Want; end a poor Name 
Betraid to Pity, and to empiy Fame? 
Be thou thy ſelf, let not thy Eye be evil : 
To a wiſe Heart both Hills and Dales are level. 
How happy is that Land, how bleſt the Nation, 
Whoſe Prince direfts by Power, not by Paſſion ? 
Whoſe ſacred Wiſdom knows how great a Price 
True Virtue bears, and how to puniſh Vice; 
Whoje royal Majeſty, and princely Love 
Can both incorporate, and jointly move 
In a ſelf- glorious Orb, oy from one Sphere 
Breathe ſuch rare Influence of Love, and Fear 
Into the Hearts of Men, that all the Land 
Shall cry a Solomon, and ſweetly land _ 
Rapt with ſweet Peace, and ſacred Admiration : 
How happy is that Land, how bleſt the Nation ! 
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CHAP. XL 


Directions for Charity. Death in Life, and the 
Day of Judgment in the Days of Youth, are to be 
thought on. 


PON the Waters let thy Bread be caſt, 
1 And thou ſhalt find it when ſome Days are paſt. 
Give lib'ral Alms, for it's unknown to thee 
How full of Wants thy after Days ſhall be. 
It Clouds be full, will they deny to pour 
Their fruitful Bleſſings in a lib*ral Show'r ? 
Or North, or South, or whereſa&er the Tree 
Shall fall, no queſtion it ſhall fall to thee, 
He that obſerves the Wind ſhail never ſow : 
Who marks the Clouds ſhall never reap nor mow, 
Like as the Embryo's growth within their Wombs, 
Is ſtrange to thee, and how the Soul becomes 
The-Body's Inmate 3; &en ſo all the reſt 
Of Heav'ns high Works are Strangers to thy Breaſt. 
Caſt thou thy morning Seed upon the Land, 
And at the Evening hold not back thy Hand ; 
For who is he can tell thee which of theſe 
Shall proſper beſt, or bring thee beſt Increaſe ? 
*T'is true, the Light is ſweet, and every one 
Takes pleaſure in the World-rejoycing Sun : 
But who lives many joytul Years, if he 

But count how long his after Shades ſhall be 
In Earths dark Boſom, how can he refrain 
To think theſe ſhort-liv'd flattering Pleaſures vain ? 
Rejoyce O young Man in thy youthful Ways; 
Let thy Heart cheer thee in thy youthful Days, 
Delight thine Eyes, thy Heart, and take thy Way; 


Then 


; 
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Then baniſh falſe-ey*d Mirth : Be diſpoſſeſt 

Of thoſe lewd Fires that ſo enflame thy Breaſt ; 

For Childhood, Youth, and all their Joys remain 
But for a Seaſon, and they all are vain, 


SOLILOQUY. Al 


O now my Soul, thy Wiſdom-ſeaſon'd Breaſt 
May eat and drink, and labour and digeſt 
* Thy careful Morſels, and with holy Mirth 
Diſßperſe the Clouds of melancholy Earth : 
Now mayſt thou fit beneath thy cluſtred Vine, 
And preſs thy Grapes, and drink thy frolick Wine 
In ſoft and plenteous Peace, and leave to morrow 
To bare the Burden of her ſelf-born Sorrow : 
Now mayſt thou walk ſecure from all thoſe Threats 
Of p2eviſh Fortune, and the fly Deceits 3 
Of flattering Pleaſure : Plenty cannot drown 
Thine Eyes in Mirth, nor Miſery caſt thee down : 
If the blew Rafters of the falling Skies 
Should leave their ſpangled Manſion, and ſurpriſe 
Thy feeble Strength, well may their Ruins ſmite thee, 
And grind thy Clod to Duſt, but not affright thee. 
What want'ſt thou then, my Soul, that may augment: 
The real Happineſs of a true Content ? | 
What Virtue's wanting now, whoſe Abſence may 
Encourage bold fac'd Vanity to betray 
Thy even ſun-ſhine Days to Sorrow ; or occaſion 
Thy fair-contriv'd Deſigns to taſte Vexation ? 
Woulſt thou have Honour? Thou enjoyſt it: Treaſure ? 
Thou haſt it: Wouldſt thou gain the greater Pleaſure 
Of a true noble Spouſe ; nr, Life may ſhow 
Virtues rare Quinteſſence ? Thou haſt that too: 
Wouldſt thou have hopeful Sons to crown thy Laft 
With Peace aud Honour? Such rare Sons thou. haſt : 
| | 


Thy 


; 
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Thy Princes Favour ? Or thy Peoples Love ? 
All this thou haſt : Wiſdom in Things above? 
Thou haſt it: Knowledge in theſe Toys beneath? 
Thou baſt it: Skill in tÞ* Arts? Or curious Breath 
Of whiſpering State.“ All this thou haſt : Where then 
Shall thy new Wiſhes fix, rare Man of Men? 
5 but my Soul, one Good is wanting ſt ill 
To ſum a full | erfeftion, and to fill 
Thy Cruiſe with Happineſs ; which if poſſeſt, 
Thou haſt a Diadem, crowns all the reſt : | 
Iladſt thou the Tongues of Men, and could}? thou break 
Thy Lips in Oracles ; or couldſt thou ſpeak 
The Dialect of Ahgels when they ſing 
Their ſacred Canzons to their ſovereign King, 
A tinkling Cymbal, or the hideous Sounds 
Of diſcompoſed Diſcords, or the Rounds 
Of frolict midnight Madneſs would requite 
Thy wild Attention with as much Delight, 
And breathe as fweetly in the Almighty's Ear, 
If beart-rejoycing Charity be not 2 ä 
Hadſt thou what Strength the Parnaſſean Muſe 
 Canbleſs thy Fancy with, or Heaven infuſe ; 
Hadſt thou a Faith to make the Mountains fly 
In ibe vaſt Orbe, like Atoms in thy Ee, 
Leſs than thoſe Atoms would thy Faith appear, 
If Faith-confirming Charity be not there : 
Shouldſt thou, to purchaſe Heaven, renounce thy Rig bi 
Of all thy Goods, and turn an Anchorite ; | 
Or ſhould thy Courage, to deſerve the Name 
Of Martyr, give thy Body to the Flame, 
When that pied pleads, Heav'n will not lend an Ear 
If Heaw'n-engaging Charity be not there. 
Since then, my Soul, both Faith and Warks lie dead 
If Charity _ be Sy and caſt thy Bread 
Upon the Waters; as he Waters run 
Deal thou thy Dole, until thy Dole be done. 
Man 1s God's Husbandry; if then the Plough 
Of hb Want bath ftruck the furrom'd Brow, PAY 
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And makes it fit for Seed; hold not thy Hand; 
He robs himſelf that faintly ſovus the Land: 
Stay not for Showers ; the Soil if overflown, 
WW: drawn thy Seed corn, and return thee none: 
Let not ſome Weeds diſcourage thee to ſow, 
The Plough will root them up; or if they grow 
Too ſturdy for: the Coulter*s Foint to kill, 
Fear not thy Harveſt, a hard Winter will. 
Caſt not lan Grain upon too lean a Ground, 
Fair Crops from off all Corn are rarely found. 
Sow cloſiy what thou ſou? ſt, and leaſt in Sight, 
The Eves of Doves will make thy Hearveſt light:  _ 
But Rlay | Thou mayſt ſurcharge as well as ſtarve - 


be Soil; but wiſe Men know what Seed will ſerve : 


Thy Work thus wiſely done; What then remains? 
Give Heaven th* Glory, and expect the Gains, 
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CHAP. XI 


The Creetor is to be remembred in due Time, \The 
Preacher's Care to edifie. The Fear of God is the 


chief Antidote of Vanity. 
EMEMBER. thy Creator in thy Prim 


Ot preſent, Youth, before the black-mouth'd Time 


Ot ſullen Age approach; before the Day 

Thy dying Pleaſures find a dull Decay, 
Before the Sun, and Moon, and Stars appear 
Dark in thy microcoſmal Hemiſphere 

Before the Clouds of Sorrows multiply, | 
And hide the Cryſtal of the gloomy Skiez 
Before the Keepers of thy cragy Towr 

Be Palfie-ſtricken, and thy Men of Pow'r 
Sink as they march, and Grinders ceaſe to grind 
Diſtaſttul Bread, and Windows are grown blind. 
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Then ſhall the Caſtles two-leaf'd Gates be barr'd 
When as the Milſtones Language is not heard; 


The horn-mouth Belman ſhall affright thy Slumbers, 


Thy untun'd Ear ſhall loath harmonious Numbers : 
Each obvious Mole-hill ſhall increaſe thy Fears, 
And careful Snow ſhall blanch thy falling Hairs ; 


A Fly ſhall load thy Shoulders: Thy Deſire 


And all thy bed-rid Paſſions ſhall expire. 

Pale Death's at hand, and Mourners come to meet 
Thy tear-bedabled Funerals in the Street. 
Then ſhall the Sinews filver Cord be los'd; 

Thy Brains gold Bowl be broke: The undiſpos'd 


And idle Liver's Fountain dry'd; 


The Bloods meandring Ciſterns unſupply'd. 
Then ſhall the Duſt her Duſt to Duſt deliver, 


Whoſe Spirit ſhall return to God the Giver. 


Whereto th' Eccleſiaſtick thus replies, 
All, all is vain, and vaineſt Vanities. 
Becauſe his true repentant Soul was wiſe, ' 


He read this Wiſdom- lecture, did adviſe 


And ſearch the Fountain, whence he did conve 


The fruitful Streams in a proverbial Way. . 


He ſought and found ſuch Words, which had the Might 
To entermingle Profit with Delight; 1 
And what his Spirit- prompted Pen did write 
Was Truth itſelf, and moſt exact upright. 

The wiſe Man's Words are like to Goads, that do 
Stir up the Drowzy, and ſpur up the Slow: 

And like to Nails to be made faſt and drivin 


By Hands to th' Hearts of Men ſent down from Heav'n. 


Make Uſe, my Son, of what this Hand hath pen'd, 
There is no End of Pamphlets to no End; 
Theſe tire the Fleſh, and after Age is ſpent, 
They breathe ſome Knowledge, but no true Content. 
Mark then the Ground where the main Building ſtands, 
Fear thou thy God, obſerve his juſt Commands, 
Within the Limits of this ſacred Ground _ 
Man's Duty lies; true Happineſs is tound: | ba 

5 N i 6 e 


(57) 
No Work ſhall paſs untry'd : No Hand hath done 
What ſhall not plead at Heav'ns Tribunal Throne: 


All Secrets good and bad attend his Eye; 
His Eyes behold where Day could never pry. 


Deus bis quoque finem. 


SOLILOQUY, XI. 
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OW launch, my Soul, into this Sea of Tears; 
Fear Storms and Rocks, yet ſmile upon thy Fears; 
Weizh Anchor ; hoiſt thy weather beaten Sails; 
The Tides run ſmooth 3, the Wind breathes proſp'rous Gales, 
Tridented Neptune now hath firuck a Peace 
With full-moutbd Folus, and the Wars ſurceaſe : 
They ſound a Parley, and begin to treat, 
And Jea-green Triton ſounds a forill Retreat. 
March now, my Soul, through Hadidrimmon*s Yale 
Without a Tear; or if thou muſt bewail, 
Mourn for vain Earth, and drop in Alms one Tear 
For him that finds no Happineſs but there. 
Now mayſt thou trample on the Aſp, and tread 
On the young Lyon, and th* old Dragon's Head; 
Wiſdom ſball guide thee, Love ſhall circumcloſe thee, 
That Fraud ſhall not beguile, or Force oppoſe thee. 
Thy Prince ſhall honour thee, thy Peers embrace thee ; 
No Crime ſhall ſhame thee, and no Tongue diſgrace thee ; 
The Rich fhall rev rence thee, the Poor ſhall bleſs thee ; 
Wrath ſhall not over-rule, nor Pride oppreſs thee 
Thy Want fhall not afflit, nor Wealth betray thee, 
g This ſhall not puff thee up, nor that diſmay thee: © 
8. Pleaſure ſhall not enſuare, nor Pains torment thee, | 
This ſhall not make thee ſad, nor that repent thee. | 
Bleſt ſhall thy Labours be, and feveet thy Reſt ; | 
Bleſt jhall thy Thoughts * and thy Actions bleſt; \s | F 
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| Bleſt in thy Peace, and bleſt in thy Promotion; 1 þ 
Lleſt in thy Sports, and bleſt in thy Devotion ; 

Bleſt in thy Loſſes. bleſt in thy Increaſes 

Bleſt in thy Health, and bleſt in thy Diſeaſes ;; 

Bleſt in thy Knowledge, bleſt in thy Corrections; 

| Bleſt in thy Soul, and bleſt in thy Affections. 
O then, my Soul, let thy Afﬀections flow 

In Streams of Love to him that lowd thee jo , 

Let not his high-priz'd Benefits depart | 
From thy Remembrance, grave them in thy Heart 

With Tools of Adamant, that they may laſt 

To afler-limes, that when thy Days be paſt, 

Thy well-inſtructed Children may emblaze 

Thy Maker*s Goodneſs to the Laſt of Days. 

Bleſs thou the Lord, my Soul; let thy whole Frame, 

And all within thee magnify that Name — 

That blejt thee ſo; bleſs thou the Lord, my Soul, 

Report his precious Favours, and enrole 


- 


, þ 
r ra Gwen ws Www, WP YWa I Y "OE 


His numerous Mercies in thy grateful Breaft : | . 
Remember thy Creator; O proteſt 8. 1 
His Praiſes to the World, and let thy Tongue 5 
Make him the Subject of thy youthful Song; 


Give him the Hrſelings of thy Strength, &en then 

When fading Childhood ſeeks to ripen Man 

Upon thy downy Cheeks ; when Vigor trains | 

The ſparkling Blood through thy meanaring Veins ; 

Before thy flowing Marrow ſhall foment 

Thy luſtful Fires; before the falſe Content 

Of frothy Pleaſures ſhall begin d' invite 

Thy fond Afﬀettions to a vain Delight. 

Then, then, my Soul, whilſt thy Supplys are freſh 

Aud ftrong, wage War with thy rebellious Fleſh ; 
 Gird up thy Loins, and march, ſpare neither Sweat 

Nor Blood, take Courage, ſtrike, ſubdue, defeat: 

Sing a triumphant Song, ſing Io Pæan; 

Adorn thy Brows with Palm, and again, ſing lo Pæan. 

Take time while time ſhall ſerve ;, lis thine to day, 

But ſecret Danger ſtill attends Delay. D 
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Do while thou mayſt 5 to day Bas Eagle Wings, 

And who can tell what Change to morrow brings ? 
Advantage waſtes, and Strength of Body wares, 
Life has no Leaſe ; ana Youth no Term for Years : 
When creeping Age ſhall quench thy ſprightly Fires, 
And breathe cold Winter on thy chill Defires. 
What Fire ſhall burn thy Offerings? O what Praiſe 
Can iſſue forth from cold decripit Days? | 
When ebbing Bloods neap-tides ſhall firike thy Limbs 
ib trembling Palſies ; when dry Age bedims - *+ 
The optick Sun-ſhine of thy bed rid Days, 
bat boots thy cold, thy paralytick Praiſe? 
When ſecret Ulcers ſhall attaint thy Breath © 
With Fumes more noyſome than the Sinks of Death, 
What Pleaſure ſhall thy great Creator raiſe | 
From thy breath-tainted, and unſavoury Praiſe ? 

Come then, my Soul, rouſe up thy dull Deſire, 

And quicken thy faint Coals of ſacred Fire, 
That lie rak*d up in th* Embers of thy Fleſh ; | 
Fetch Breath from Heaven, and with that Breath refreſh 
Thy glim*ring Sparks, brook not the leaſt Delay, 
Embers grow cold, and Sparks will ſoon decay. 


EE I I 


. 
* 
- » 
# * 
- — 
- 3 
oy 
i - : 
* 
* 
p * 
% - 
* 
k 6 4 
$ - 
* 
* 
. o 1 
- 1 : 
* 
— « 
+ 
. 
„ . 
e 2 
* * 
2 1 4 " 
5 
- * 
„ 
* 
\ 
F - 
= 
5 ö 1 
+ * * 2 
0 
- 
* 
> 
'S- 
i P 
. 
* : 5 N 
, - A 
, * 
- 
- 
E 4 
* . 
- 5 
is * 
0 * 
— 
* 
1 - 
” 
„ * 7 
* 
1 * — * 9 
' 
3 . . hee RAGE : — — — 


a 


— —— 


— — 


— 


—— 


